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PEEIOLES. 




PEBICLES. 


Though tMs play, under the title of The hooke of Pericles, Pyynee of 
Tyre,” was entered by Blount in the Stationers’ Eegisters, May 20th, 1608, 
it was not first published by Mm, but by Gosson in 1609, 4to. — The text of 
Pericles is miserably coiTupted and mangled throughout : the later impres- 
sions differ from the first edition only in being more incorrect.— -That it was 
first brought on the stage either in 1607 or 1608 we have evidence in the 
title-page of a very curious prose tract entitled Tke Painfull Adtientures cf 
Pericles Prime of Tyre. Being The true History of the Play of Pericles , as 
it was lately presented by the worthy and ancien t Poet lohn Gotoer. A t London 
Printed by T. P. for Nat: Butter^ 1608 ; written by George 'Willdns from 
notes taken down during the acting of the play, and with the aid of Twine’s 
version of the story, which will be presently mentioned. (This tract was 
reprinted in 1857 by Professor Tycho Mommsen from a copy in the public 
libraiy of Zurich). — The greater part of Bericles is undoubtedly by some very 
inferior dramatist: but here and there, more particularly towards the close, 
the hand of Shakespeare is plainly seen, and the scenes and shorter passages 
in which 'we trace him manifestly belong to his latest style of composition. 
Whether it had ever been acted before it received those vivifying touches 
from our poet, we cannot determine, — perhaps it was the “ Pericles'''' in which 
Alleyn wore the spangled hoes” npientioned in an inventory of his theatrical 
apparel (vide Collier’s Memoirs of Alleyn^ p, 21): we at least may be sure 
that it was originally composed at a period long antecedent to its appearance 
at the Globe in 1607 or 1608 ; and we may conjecture that Shakespeare 
bestowed on it certain additions and imi>rovements for the benefit of that 
theatre. — Pericles is mainly founded on The Patterne ofxminefull Aduentures : 
Contaming the most excellent^ pleasant and variable Historie of the strange 
accidents that befell tmto Prince Apolloidus^ the Lady Lucina Ms ‘ivife^ and 
Tharsia Ms daughter. Wherein the vucertaintie of this world and the fickle 
state of mans life are liiiely described. Gathered into English by Laurence 
Twine Gentleman, — first printed in 1576. The old ]>lay^vi*ight had also an eye 
to that portion of Gower’s Confessio Amantis^ Book Eighth, which ti*eats of 
Iving Ai^polin of Tyre. (Both Twine’s novel and Gower’s poetical version of 
the same incidents are included in Collier’s Shakespeare's Library^ vol. i. — 
On the stoiy of King Apollonius of Tyre see Douce’s Illustr. oftSkaUt^speare^ 
vol, ii. p. 135, and Mommsen’s Preface ^ the rex>rint above mentioned.) 




DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


* “ tWimon in Pericles is, I imagine, Chceremon, Lychorida is of course Zycoris 

Tli0ard seems to Mve been originally a slip of tlie pen for ThaUarch Escanes is 

^Eschims , . . . and PAiZo^en, the daughter of Cleon [see tlie speech of Gowerwliicli introduces 

the 4th act], may have originated in Philoiin, the accusative of PhilotisP Walker’s Crit, 
Exmn, kc, Tol. ii, p. 30, 


Lords, Ladies, Kniglits, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, Fisliermen, and 
Messengers. ' 

DiaNxY. ^ 


Go^\’'Eit, as Chorus.* 


Scene — dispersedly in various countries. 




Antiochtjs, Mng of Antioch. 
Pebicles, prince of Tyre. 

HeLICANITS,) . ■ T j* 

^ y two lords of Tyre. 

E SOANES, J 

Simonides, king of Pentapolis. 
Cleon, governor of Tharsiis. 
Lysimachxjs, governor of Mytilene. 
Ceeimon, a lord of Ephesus. 
Thaliabd, a lord of Antioch. 
Philemon, servant to Cerimon. 
Leonine, servant to Dionyza. 
Marshal. 

A Pander. 

Boult, his servant. 


The Daughter of Antiochus. 

Dionyza, wife to Cleon. 

Thaisa, daughter to Simonides. 

Mabina, daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 
Lychobida, nurse to Marina. 

A Bawd. 



PERICLES. 


ACT 1. 


Fjuter Gower. 


Before the imlace of Antioch. 


To sing a song that old was sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man’s infirmities. 

To glad your ear and please your eyes. 

It hath been sung at festivals. 

On ember-eves and holy-ales 
And lords and ladies in their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 

The purchase^‘^^ is to make men glorious ; 
Et bonum quo antiquius^ eo melius. 

If you, born in these latter times, • 
When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light. — 

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city^ for his chiefest seat*; 
The fairest in all Syria, — 


$ r, ^ PEEIOLipS. [ACT I 

I tell you what mine authors say : 

Xhis king unto him took a 
Who died and left a female heir, 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 

As heayen had lent her all his grace ; 

' With whom the father liking took, 

And her to incest did provoke : — 

Bad child ; worse father ! to entice his own 
To evil should be done by none : 

But custom what they did begin 
Was %¥ith long use account no sin/*^^ 

The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame. 

To seek her as a bed-fellow, 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 

Which to prevent he made a law% — 

To keep her still, and men in awe,— 

That whoso ask’d her for his wife, 

His riddle told not, lost his life ; 

So for her many a wight did die. 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit 


Scene I. Antioch. A room in the j^cilace. 

Enter Antiochus, Pebicles, ayid Attendants. 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv’d 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Pef. I iiave, Antiochus, and, with a soul 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise, 

Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride,, 
For embracements even of Jove himself; 

At whose conception, till Lucina reign’d, 

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 

The secfa|e-house of planets all did sit, 

To knit in her their best perfections. 


SCENE I.] 


PElglCLES. 


• Music, Enter the Daugliter of Antioclius. 

Per. See wliere she comes, apparelFd like the spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every -virtue gives renown to men ! 

Her face the book of praises, w^here is read 
Nothing but curious pleasm^es, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever raz’d, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion/^^ 

You gods that made me man, and sway in love. 

That have inflam’d desire in my breast 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree, 

Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 

As l am son and servant to your will, 

^ To compass such a boundless^'*^\ happiness ! 

Ant, Prince Pericles, — 

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant, Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d ; 

For death-like dragons here affright thee hard 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory, which desert must gain ; 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die/^^^ 

Yon sometime famous princes like thyself, 

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire, 

Tell thee, with speechless tongues and semblance pale, 
That, without covering, save yon field of stars, 

Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars ; 

And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 
For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must; 

For death remember’d should be like a mirror, 

Who tells us life ’s but breath, to trust it error. 

Ill make my will, then ; and, as sick men do, % 

Who know the world, see heaven, but, feeling woe,* 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did ; ^ 



PERI03;.ES, 


So I bequeatli a liapj)y peace to you 

And all good men, as every prince sliould do ; 

My riches to the earth from whence they came ; — 

But my unspotted fire. of love to you. 

[To the Daughter of Antioclnis. 
Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

I wait the sharpest blow.^^^^ 

Ant, Scorning advice, — read the conclusion, then : 
Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed, 

As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Daugh. Of all say’d yet,^^^^ majst thou prove prosperous ! 
Of all say’d yet, I wish thee happiness ! 

Ter, Like a bold champion, I assume the lists, 

Nor ask advice of any other thought 

But faithfulness and courage. [Reads the riddle, 

“ I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother’s fiesh which did me breed. 

I sought a husband, in which labour 
I found that kindness in a father : 

He’s father, son, and husband mild ; 

I mother, wife, and yet his child. 

How they may be,^^^) ^nd yet in two, 

As you will live, resolve it you.” 


Sharp physic is the last : but, 0 you powers 
That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s acts, 

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it? — 

Bair glass of light, I lov’d you, and could still, 

[Takes hold of the hand of the Princess, 
Were not this glorious casket stor’d with ill : 

But I*must tell you, — ^now my thoughts revolt ; 

*For he’s no man on whom perfections wait 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 

You’re a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 

Whofianger’d to make man his lawful music, 

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods, to hearken ; 
Butd)emg play’d upon before your time. 

Hell ofdf danceth at so harsh a chime. 

Good^oth, I care not for yon. 


SCENE I.] 


PEEiCLES. 


0 


• s . 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life. 

For that’s an article within our law, • 

As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expir’d : 

Either expound now, or receiTe your sentence. 

Pe7\ Great king, ' 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 

’Twould hraid yourself too near for me to tell it. 

Who has a book of all that monarchs do. 

He’s more secure to keep it shut than shown : 

For vice repeated is like the wandering wind. 

Blows dust in others’ eyes, to spread itself ; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear 
To stojD the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Gopp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is throng’d 
By man’s oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for ’t. 
Kings are earth’s gods ; in vice their law’s their will ; 

And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill ? 

It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 

What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 

All love the womb that their first being bred. 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

A?iL [ciside] Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found 
the meaning : 

But I will gloze with him. — Young Prince of Tyre, 

Though by the tenour of our strict edict, 

Your exposition misinterpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise ; 

Forty days longer we do respite you ; 

If by which time our secret be undone, * 

This mercy shows we’ll joy in such a son ; 

And until then your entertain shall be 
As doth befit ouf honour and your worth. 

[Exeunt nil exeej}t Pences. 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover^sin, 

When what is done is like an hjpocnfe, . , ^ 

The which is good in nothing bfit in 8%Ml * • 

If it be true that I interpret 'V';’, ‘-r ^ 


10 


PERiqi^ES. 


[act I., 



Thaliard. 

Thai.* Doth your highness call ? 

Aoit. Thaliard, 

You’re of our chamber, and our mind partakes 
Her private actions to your secrecy : 

AnffYor your faithfulness we will advance you. 
►Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s gold ; 

hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him 
It fitf^thee liot to ask the reason why, . ^ " 
]Befi»se we bid it. Say, is it done ? ‘ 


c;'.. 


Then were it certain you were not so bad 
As with^oul incest to abuse your soul ; 

.Where now you’re both a father and a son 
By your untimely claspings with your child, — 
Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father ; 

And she an eater of her mother’s flesh 
By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 

Will shun^^^^ no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 

Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke : 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 

Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear, 

By flight I’ll shun the danger wdiich I fear. 


[Exit. 


Ee-enter Antiochus. 

Aiit. He hath found the meaning, for the which^^^^ we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner ; 

And therefore instantly this prince must die ; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. — 

Who attends us there ? 


— ■ 



PEEICLES. ^ i 11 

Thai. My lord, 

’Tis done.^ • 

Ant. Enoiigii. 

a Messenger. 

Let your breatli cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mess. My lord, Prince Pericles is fled. [Exit. 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after ; and, like an arrow sliot^^® 

Prom a well-experienc’d archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return 
Unless thou say Prince Pericles is dead.” 

My lord, 

If I can get him within my pistol’s length, 

I’ll make him sure enough : so, farewell to your highness. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! [Exit Thai.] Till Pericles he dead 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit. 


SCENE II. 


ScEXE II. T^re. A room in the 2>alace. 

Miter Pericles. 

Per. [to those without] Let none disturb us, — Why should 
this charge of thoughts, 

The sad companion, dull-ey’d melancholy, 

Be my so-us’d a guest as not an hour/^'^ 

In the day’s glorious walk or peaceful night, — 

The tomb where grief should sleep, — can breed me quiet? 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them, 
And dangei% which I fear’d, ’s at Antioch,^^""^^ 

Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here * 

Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. 

Then it is thus : the passions of the mind, 

That have their first conception by mis-dread, 

Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 

And what was first but fear what might be done, ’ ^ ^ 

Grows elder now, and cares it he not don#. * * 

And so with me ; — the great Antiochus — ► . 



,12. . ' PEEIGLES. [ac 

’Gainst wliom I am too little to contend, 

Since he’s so great can make his will his act — 

. Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence ; 

Nor boots it me to say I honour him,^‘^®^ 

If he suspect I may dishonour him : 

And’w^hat may make him blush in being known, 

He’ll stop the course by which it might be known ; 

With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the land. 

And with th’ ostent of war will look so huge,^"'^ 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state; 

Our men be vanquish’d ei*e they do resist. 

And subjects punish’d that ne’er thought offence : 

Which care of them, not pity of myself,— 

Who am no more^”^^ but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them!", — 
Makes both my body pine and soul to languish, 

And punish that before that he would punish. 

Enter Helicaitus and other Lords/^^^ 

First Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 
Sec. Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hel. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue/“^^ 

They do abuse the king that flatter him : 

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 

The thing the which is flatter’d, but a spark. 

To which that blast gives heatf^^^ and stronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order, 

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 

Wlien Signior Sooth here does proclaim a®'’^ peace, 

He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 

Priflce, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 

I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares overlook 
What shipping and what lading’s in our haven, 

Aifd*then return to us. \Exeunt Lords. 'I Helicanus, thou 
r. Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks ? 
r Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. , 

Fei. If there be such a dart in princes’ frowns, 
^ia32fe,durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 


SCENE II.] 


PEBIGLES. 



Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from whence 
They have Iheir nourishment ? . . 

Per, Thou know’st I’ve power 

To take thy life from thee. 

Hei, \]tneeling’\ I’ve ground the axe myself ; 

Do you but strike the hlow^ 

^ Per. Eise, prithee, rise. 

Sit down : thou art no flatterer : 

I thank thee for it; and heaven^^^^ forbid 

That kings should let their ears hear their faults chid 

Fit counsellor and servant for a prince, 

Who by thy wisdom mak’st a prince thy servant, 

What w^ouldst thou have me do ? 

Sel, To bear with patience 

Such grfefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, Helicanus, 

That minister’st a potion unto me 

That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 

Attend me, then : I w^ent to Antioch, 

Where, as thou know’st, against the face of death, 

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 

* From whence an issue I might propagate. 

Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects.^®'"^^ 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all ^vender ; 

The rest — hark in thine ear — as black as incest : 

Wliich by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth : but thoti know’st this,. 

’Tis time to fear w^hen tyrants seem to kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 

Under the covering of a careful night. 

Who seem’d my good i)rotector ; and, being here, 

Bethought me was past, what might succeed, • 

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants’ fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years 
And should he doubt it, — no doubt he doth> — 

That I should open to the listening air * • 

How many worthy princes’ bloods w^ere shed, 

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, — • 

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms, • 

And make pretence of wrong that I have done Mm ; 


14 


PERIQIiES. 


[ACT I. 


When all, for mine, if I may call’t'-'^' offence. 

Must feel war’s blow, who spares not innocence : 

Which love to all,— of which thyself art one, 

Who now reprov’st^®'*' me for it, 

jjgl Alas, sir! 

jPc?'. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks, 
Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest, ere it came ; 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 

I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

Hel. Well, my lord, since you’ve given me leave to speak, 
Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear. 

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 

Who either by public war or private treason 

Will take away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while. 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot. 

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any ; if to me. 

Day serves not light more faithful than 111 be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 

But should he wrong my liberties in my absence ? 

Eel. We’ll mingle our bloods together in the earth. 

From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and to Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee ; 

And by whose, letters I’ll dispose myself. 

The care I had and have of subjects’ good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can bear it. 

I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath : 

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both : 

But in eur orbs we’ll live®®’ so round and safe. 

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince. 

Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince. [Exeunt 




Thai. So, tiiis is Tyre, ai 
kill King Pericles; and if I d( 
at home: Tis dangerous. — 
fellow and kad good discreti< 
lie would of the king, desire 
secrets : now do I see he In 
king bid a man be a villain, 
his oath to be one. — Hush I 1: 

Enter Helicanus, Es( 

You shall not need, ] 

Further to question me of you 
His seal’d commission, left in 
Doth speak sufficiently he’s gc 
Thai. How ! the k 

Hel. If further yet you wa 
Why, as it w’ere unlicens’d of 
He would depart. I’ll give son 
Being at Antioch*, — 

Thai. What frc 

HeL Eoyal Antiochus — oi 
Took some displeasure at him 
And doubting lest that he had 
To show his sorrow, he’d coit6 
So |)uts himself unto the sliipi 
With wdiom each minute threatens me 
Thai. [esk'Zc] Well, I perceive 
I shall not be bang’d now^, although I 
But since he’s gone, the king’s ears it i 
He scap’d the land, to perish at the seai 
I’ll present myself. — Peace to the lords 
llel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus 
Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But since my landing I have understood 
Your lord has betook himself to unknov 


at least he judg’d so 




PEEICLES. 


[Exeunt. 


Scene IT. Tharsus. A room in the GoTernor’s house. 

Enter Gluon, Diontza, and Attendants. 

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 
cl by relating tales of others’ griefs, 
j if ’twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quenchat; 
r who digs hills because they do aspire ^ 
rows down one mountain to cast np a Mgner. 
tny distressed lord, eren such our griefe are ; 
a-e they’re but felt, and seen with mischief s eyes, 
it like to groves, being topp’d, they higher rise. 

Cle. 0 Dionyza, 

ho wanteth food, and will not say he wants ifc, 

■ can conceal his hunger till he famish? 
ir tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes ^ 
to the air ; our eyes do weep, till lungs 
a.n t.bflt raav nroclaim them louder ; that, 


f 


SCENE IV.] 


PEBICLES. 


All poverty was scorn’d, and pride SO great, 

The name- of help grew odious to repeat. . ^ 

I)io. 0, ’tis too true. ^ 

C&. But see what lieaven can do ! By this our change, 
Those mouths who but of late, earth, sea, and air, 

Were all too little to content and please, 

Although they gave their creatures in abundance, 

As houses are defil’d for want of use, 

They are now starv’d for want of exercise : 

Those palates who, not yet two summers younger, 

Alust have inventions to delight the taste, 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it: 

Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes, 

Thought naught too curious, are ready now 
To eat#those little darlings whom they lov’d. 

So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life : 

Here stands a lord, and there a lady woeping ; 

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow’ eyes do witness it. 

Cle. 0, let those cities that of Plenty’s cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their siiperfluons riots, liear^'^^^ these tears ! 

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 


Duier a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the lord governor ? 

Cle. Here. 

Speak out thy sorrow’s which thou hring’st in haste, 

Bor comfort is too far for us t’ expect. 

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring shore, 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. I thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes but brings an heir, •• 

That may succeed as his inheritor ; 

And so in ours: some neighbouring nation, ■ 

Taking advantage of our misery, . 

Hath stuff’d these^^®^ hollow vessels with thw-power, ^ 
von, TOi. , - ' ' '.‘o ■' 







pbeigles. 

beat US down, the wMcb are down already ; ^ 

I ma]ie a. conquest of unhappy me, 

ereas no glory’s got to overcome- 

Lord. That’s the least fear ; for, by the semblan 
drite flags display’d, they bring us peace, 
not as foes. 

nntutor’cl to repeal 
1 most deceit. 

tliey "will and wliat tlioy can, 

the lowest, and we’re half-way there, 
attend him here, 

and vv^hence he comes. 


Of their w 

And come to ns as favonrers,^ ^ 

. Cle. Thon speak- st like hirn’s 

Who makes the fairest show means 
Blit bring they what i ' „ 

What need w^e fear ? 

The ground’s 
Go tell their general we 
To know for what he comes 
And •what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. . 

Gle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist ; 

If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you arc. 

Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon fir’d, t’ amaze youi eyes. 

We’ve heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 

And seen the desolation of your streets : 

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears. 

But to relieve them of their heavy load ; ^ 

And these our ships, you hapiiily may think 
Are like the Trojan horse was stuff’d within 
With bloody veins,®’ expecting overthrow. 

Are stor’d with corn to make your needy bread. 
And give them life whom hunger starv d half dead, 
All,, The gods of Greece protect you ! 

And we’ll pray for you. _ 

Per. Rise, I pray you, rise ; " 

We do not look for reverence, but for love. 

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

^ Cle. The which when any shall not gratify, 

Qx pay you with unthankfulness in thought. 

Be dirour .wives, our children, or ourselves. 

The curse of heaven and men succeed theii evils ! 
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Till when, — the which I hope shall ne’er be seen, — 

Your grace is welcome to onr town and us. • 

Per, Which welcome well accept ; feast here awhile, 
Until onr stars that frown lend ns a smile. [ExeiuiL 


ACT IL 

Enter Gower. 

Gow, Here have yon seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring ; 

• A better prince, and benign lord, 

That will prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet, then, as men should be. 

Till he hath pass’d necessity. 

Ill show you those in troubles reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good in conversation — 

To whom I give my benison — 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he spoken^^^^ can ; 

And, to remember what he does, 

Buikb^*"^ his statrle to make him glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 

Dumu-Show. 

Euicr, from one side, Pericles, talkmff with Cleor- ; their Trains 
iriih them. Enter, from the other side, a Gentlemaji, ct 
letter to Pericles; tcho shows the Utter to Cleox; then gives 
the Messenger a reward, and Icnights him. Exeunt severally 
Pericles and Cleox, with their Trains. 

Good Helicane, that^^^^ stay’d at home, * • 

Not to eat honey like a drone \ 

Prom others’ labours ; for thougW^^^ he strive * 
To killen bad, keep good alive ; - * ^ ■ 

And to fulfil his prince’ desire, ^ 



An O’Pen place hy the seaside. 


Scene I. Pcntapolis, 

Enter Pekicles, icet. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you augry sta 
"Wind, rain, and thunder; remember, eartl 
Is but a substance that must yield to you 
And I, as fits my nature, do, obey you : 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks. 
Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left i 
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Sends word«« of aU that haps in Tyre : ^ 

How Thaliard came full bent mth sin 
And hid intent to murder him ; 

And that in Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest. 

He doing so,‘®^ put forth to seas. 

Where when men been, there’s seldom ease ; 
Lor now the wind begins to blow ; ■ 

Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship _ 

Should house him safe is wreck d and spli , 

And he, good prince, having all lost. 

By waves from coast to coast is tos . 

All perishen of man, of pelf, ^ 

ISle aught escapen^®®' but himself ; 

Till fortune, tir’d with doing bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 

And here he comes. What shall be next. 
Pardon old Gower,— this longs the text. 


[act 11.. 
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Thml^ Fisli. What say yon/master ? 

MrstMs/k Look how thon stin^^^ come* away, or 

ril fetch thee with a wanion. 

Third master, l am thinking of the poor men 

that were cast away before us even now. 

First Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
what pitiful cries they made to us to help them, when, w’ell- 
a-day, we could scarce help ourselves. 

Third Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much when I saw 
the porpiis, how he bounced and tumbled ? they say they're 
half-fish, half-flesh : a plague on them, they ne’er come but 
I look to be washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes live 
in the sea. 

First Fish. Why, as men do a-land, — the great ones eat 
up the little ones : I can compare our rich misers to nothing 
so fitly as to a whale ; ’a plays and tumbles, driving the poor 
fiy before him, and at last devours them all at a mouthful : 
such whales have I heard on o’ the land, who never leave 
gaping till they’ve^®^) shallowed the whole parish, church, 
steeple, bells, and all. 

Per. [u.sidc] A pretty moral. 

Third Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
’would have been that day in the belfry. 

Sec. P\sh. Why, man ? 

Third Fish. Because he should have swallowed me too: 
and when I had been in his belly, I would have kept such a 
jangling of the bells, that he should never have left, till he 
cast bells, steeple, church, and parish, up again. But if the 
good King Simonides were of my mind,— 

Per. [a-sidc] Simonides ! 

Third Fish. would purge the land of these drones, 
that i*ob the bee of her honey. * 

Per. How from the finny^^’^ subject of the sea 

These fishers tell th’ infirmities of men ; 

And from their watery empire recollect 

All that may men approve or men detect !— , * 

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

Sec. Fish. Honest! good fellow, what’s that? If ifcj^ea 
day fits you, search out of the calendar, and Bol3K)dy*look 
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Per. May see the sea hath cast upon your coast. 

Sec. ''Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea to cast 

thee in our way ! , . ' 

PcT, A man wlioin botli tli6 waters and tne wind. 

In that vast tennis-court, have made the hall ■ 

For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 

He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

First Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? Here’s them in 
our country of Greece gets more with begging than we can 
do with working. 

Sec. Fish. Oanst thou catch any fishes, then? 

Per. I never practis’d it. 

Sec. Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure; for here’s 
nothing to be got now-a-days, unless thou canst fish for’t. 

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know ; 

But what I am, want teaches me to think on : 

A man throng’d up with cold ; my veins are chill, 

' And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ; 

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 

For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

First Fish. Die quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I have a 
gown here; come, put it on; keep thee warm. Now, afore 
me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou shalt go home, and we’ll 
have flesh for holidays, fish for fasting-days, and moreo’er®® 
puddings and flap-jacks ; and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, sir. 

Sec. Fish. Hark you, my friend,— you said you could not 


Per. I did but crave. 

Sec. Fish. But crave ! Then I’ll turn craver too, and so 
I shallscape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then ? 

Sec. Fish. 0, not all,*®^' my friend, not all; for if aU your 
beggars were whipped, I would wish no better office than to 
be beadle. — ^But, master. I’ll go draw up the net. 

[Exit with Third Fisherrta/n. 

^er. \asTde1 How well this honest mirth becomes their 
* . labour ! . , 

' * First Fish. Hark you, sir, — do you know where ye are? 
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Per. Not well, , 

■First FishF'Wh.j, Til tell you : this is called Poutapolis, 
and our king the good Simonides. 

Per, The good King Simonides, do you call him ? 

First Fish, Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to he called for his 
peaceable reign and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from his subjects 
the name of good by his government. How far is his court 
distant from this shore ? 

First Fish, Marry, sir, half a day’s journey : and 111 tell 
you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her birth-day; 
and there are princes and knights come from all parts of the 
world to just and tourney for her love. 

Per, Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could wish 
to male one there. 

First Fish, 0, sir, things must be as they may; and what 
a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for— his wife’s soul.^^®^ 

Second and Third Fishermen, drawing up a net. 

See, Fish. Help, master, help ! here’s a fish hangs in the 
net, like a poor man’s right in the law ; ’twill hardly come 
out. Ha ! bots on’t, ’tis come at last, and ’tis turned to a 
rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me see it. — 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all crosses, 

Thou giv’st me somewhat to repair myself ; 

And thougtf"^^^ it "was mine own, part of my heritage, 

Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 

With this strict charge, even as he left his life. 

Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shield 
’Twixt me and death — and pointed to this brace ; — 

^‘For that it sav’d me, keep it; in like necessity — 

The which the gods protect thee from ! — ’t may defend 
thee.”^"^^ 

It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov’d it ; 

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, * * 

Took it in rage, though calm’d have given ’t again : 

I thank thee for’t ; my shipwreck now’s no iU, . * 

Since I have here my father’s gift in ’s will. - 

Fii*st Fish, What mean you, sir ? , * 
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Per, To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth, 

For it was sometime target to a king ; 

I know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly, 

And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 

And that you’d guide me to your sovereign’s court, 

Where with itT may appear a gentleman ; 

And if that ever my low fortunes better, 

ril pay your bounties till then rest your debtor. 

Fmt Fish, Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 

Per. Ill show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

First Fish. Why, do ye take it, and the gods give thee 
good on’t ! 

Sec. Fish. Ay, but^hark you, my friend; ’twas we that 
made up this garment through the rough seams of the waters : 
there are certain condolements, certain vails. I hope, sir, if 
you thrive, you’ll remember from whence you had it/’'^^ 

Per. Believe ’t, I will. 

By your furtherance^'^^^ I am cloth’d in steel ; 

And, spite of all the rapture of the sea, 

This jewel holds his building on my arm 
Unto the value^^^^ I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.— 

Only, my friends, I yet am unprovided 
Of a |)air of bases. 

Sec. Fish. W^ell sure provide thee:^^'^^ thou shalt have my 
best gown to make thee a pair : and 111 bring thee to the 
court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goah^^^ to my will. 

This day III rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The same. A puhlie %vay or platform leading to the 
lists. A pavilion iy the side of it for the reception of the 
King, Princess, Lords, dc. 

, Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, and Atteadants. 

*■ /Sim. Are the tnights^’eady to begin the triumph ? 

Lord. They are, my liege ; 

^d,stay your coming to present themselves. 
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Sim, Eetiirn them, we are ready; and onr daughter, 

In honour of whose Mrth these triumphs are, , 

Sits here,^^^^ like beauty’s child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at-. \Exit a Lord, 

Thai, It pleaseth jou, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit’s less. 

. Sim. It’s fit it should be so ,* for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself : 

As jewels lose their glory if neglected, 

So princes their renown if not res|)ected. 

’Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain^®^^ 

The labour of each knight in his device. 

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, I’ll perform. 

.Enter 4t Knight ; he 'passes over, and Ill'S Squire presents his shield 
, to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 

And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black .Slthiop reaching at the sun ; 

The word, Lux tua vita mild. 

Sim. He loves you well that holds his life of you. 

[The Second Knight passes over. 
Who is the second that presents himself ? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 

And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a lady; 

The motto thus, in Spanish, PiuS^'^ por diilziira que porfiierza. 

[The Third Knight passes ovei*. 
Sim. And what’s the third? 

Thai. . The third of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry ; * 

The word. Me pompce provcxit apex. 

[The Fourih^Knight passes over. 
Sim. What is the fourth ? 

Thai. A burning torch that’s turned upside down ; • » 
The word, Qmd alit, me extinguit . . 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath power and wSl, 
Which can as well inflame as it can MIL • 
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Thai. The fifth, an hand enyironed with clouds, 

Holding ^out gold that’s by the touchstone tried ; 

T]ie moiio thus Sic siKCtancla Jicles. 

[Tlie Sixth Knight {Peiid^ 

Sim. And what’s 

The sixth and last, the which the knight himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d? 

Thai. He seems to be a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither’d branch, that’s only green at top ; 

The motto, In hac spe vivo. 

Sim. A pretty moral ; 

From the dejected state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

First Lord. He had need mean better than his outward 
show 

Can any way speak in his just commend; 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears 

T’ have practis’d more the whipstock than the lance. 

Sec. Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honour’d triumph strangely furnished. 

llvird Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Si)}i. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 

But stay, the knights are coming : we’ll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 

[Great shouts ivithin, all crying “ The mean knight !” 


Scene III, The same. A hall of state; a banquet pre- 
r pared. 

Enter Simonides, TH.ysA, Ladies, Lords, Knights, and Attendants. 
Sim. Knights, , 

To^ay you’re welcome were superfluous. 

^To plaee^®^^ upon the volume of your deeds, 

Asrin a title-page, your worth in arms. 

Were more^than you expect, or more than’s fit, 

Since every worth in show commends itself. 
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Prepare for rairth, for niirtli becomes a feast: 

You are princes and my guests. , 

TAai. But you, my knigbt and guest ; 

To wliGm tbis wreath of victory I give, 

And crown you king of this day’s happiness. 

Per. ’Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit. 

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours ; 

And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 

To make some good, but others to exceed ; 

And you’re her labour’d scholar. — Come, queen o’ the feast,- 
For, daughter, so you are, — here take your place : 

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Kjiiphts. We ’re honour’d much by good Simonides. 
SVIn. Your presence glads our days : honour we love ; 
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Tlie \Yliicli liatli fire in darkness, none in light : 

Wherebj I see that Time’s the king of men, 

For he’s their parent, and he is their grave, 

And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

Sim, What, are you merry, knights ? 

First Knight. Who can be other in this royal presence? 

. Sim. Here, with a cup that’s storkT®®^ unto the brim,— 
As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips, — 

We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet j)ause awhile : 

Yon knight doth sit too melancholy, 

As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father ? 

Sim. 0, attend, my daughter : 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above. 

Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : 

And princes not doing so are like to gnats, 

Which make a sound, but kill’d are wonder’d at. 

Therefore to make his entertain^^^^ more sweet, 

Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold : 

He may my proffer take for an offence, 

Since men take women’s gifts for impudence. 

Sim. How! 

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 

Thair [aside] Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. 

Sim. And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of him, 
Of whence^^^^ he is, his name and parentage. 

^Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 

Per. I thank him. 

Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 

Per^. I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
^hcd. And further , he desires to know of you, 
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Of wlience you are, your uame and parentage. 

Per. A gentlemaE of Tyre, — my name, Pericles ; ^ 

My education been in arts and arms ; 

Who, looking for adventures in the world, — 

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 

And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 

’ TM. He thanl^^^ your grace ; names himself Pericles, . 
A gentleman of Tyre, 

Who only by misfortune of the seas 

Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore.^^-^ 

'Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune, 

And will aw^ake him from his melancholy,— 

Gome, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 

And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 

Even iti your armours, as you are address’d, 

Will very well become a soldier’s dance. 

I will not have excuse, with saying this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads. 

Since they love men in arms as w^eli as beds. 

[The Knights dmice. 

So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d. — 

Come, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too ; 

And I have heard, you knights of Tyre^^^^ 

Ai'o excellent in making ladies trip ; 

And that their measures are as excellent. 

Per. In those that practise them they are, my lord. 

Sim. 0, that’s as much as you would be denied 
Of your Mr courtesy. [The Knights and Ladies dance. 

Unclasp, unclasp : 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; ail have done well, 

[To Pericles'] But you the best. — Pages and lights, to.conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings! — [To Pericles] 
Yours, sir. 

We’ve given order to be next our owm. 

Per, I am at your grace’s pleasure. ^ 

Sirn, Princes, it is too late to talk of love ; 

And that’s the mark I know you level at ; - • 

Therefore each one betake him to his rest ; * 

To-morrow all for speeding do their best. , . [ExemL 
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Scene IV. Tyre. A room in the Governor’s house. . 

Unter Helioanus and Escanes. 

Hel. Ho, Escanes ; know this of me, — 

Antiochns from incest liv’d not free : 

Ear which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store, 

Due to this heinous capital offence, 

Even in the height and pride of all his glory. 

When he was seated in a chariot 

Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with him, 

A fire^®"^^ from heaven came, and shrivell’d up 
Their^®^^ bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk. 

That all those eyes ador’d them ere their fall ^ 

Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca. ’Twas very strange. 

HeL And yet but justice ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 

Esca. ’Tis very true. 

* Miter two or three Lords. 

First Lord. See, not a man in private conference 
Or council has respect with him but he. 

Bee. Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 
Third Lord. And curs’d be he that will not second it. 
First Lord. Follow nae, then. — ^Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hel. With me ? and welcome : — happy day, my lords. 
First Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to, the 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 

Hel. Your griefs ! for what ? wrong not the prince you 
love.^^®^ 

First Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 

Or know what ground’s made happy hy his breath. 

If in the rrorld he live, we’ll seek him out ; 

I^. in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there ; 

And be resolv’d he lives to govern ns, 

Or de^d, gives cause to mourn his funeral, 



Scene V. PentajwUs. A room in the palace. 

Enter Simonides, reading a letter : the Kniglits meet Mm. 

First Knight. Good morrow to tlie good Simonides^ 
Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you know, 
That for this twelvemonth she’ll not undertake 
A married life, 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Which yet from her hy no means can I get. 

Sec. Knight. May we not get access to her, my lofS 
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And leaves^®^^ us to our free election. 

Sec, Lord. Whose death’s^®®^ indeed the strongest in our 
censure: 

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, — • 

Like goodly huildings left without a roof,— 

Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self,^^®^ 

That best know’st how to rule and how to i*eign. 

We thus submit unto, — our sovereign. • 

Ail. Live, noble Helicane ! 

HeL For honour’s cause, forbear your suffrages : 

If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear. 

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 

Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the absence of your king;^^^^^ 

If in which time expir’d, he not return, 

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to this love, 

Go search like nobles, like noble subjects, 

And in your search spend your adventurous worth ; 

Whom if you find, and win unto return, 

You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 

First Lord, To wisdom he’s a fool that will not yield ; 
And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us, 

We with our travels will endeavour it.^^^^^ 

Hel, Then you love us, we yon, and we’ll clasp hands : 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. \_ExeimL 
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Si77i. Faith, by no means : she hath so strictly tied her 
To her chamber, that it is impossible. 

One tT76ive moons more shell wear Diana’s livery ; 

■ This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d, 

And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

Tim'd Knight, Loth to bid farewell, we take our leaves. 

[Exeuiit K^iights. 

Sim. So, 

They’re well dispatch’d ; now to my daughter’s letter : 

She tells me here, she’ll wed the stranger knight, 

Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

’Tis well, mistress ; your choice agrees with mine ; . 

I like that well : — nay, how absolute she’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I dislike or no ! 

Well, I do commend her choice ; ^ 

And will no longer have it be delay’d. — 

Soft ! here he comes : I must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides ! 

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I’m beholding to you 
For your sw’eet music this last night : I do 
Protest my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend ; 

Not my desert. 

Shii. Sir, you are music’s master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Sim. Let me ask you one thing : 

What do you think of my daughter, sir ? 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim.. And she is fair too, is she not ? 

Per/A-B a fair day in summer, — wmdrous fair. 

Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you ; 

Ay, so w^ell, that you must be her master, 

And she will be your scholar therefore look to it. 

^ Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 

^ Sm. She thinks not so ; peruse this writing else. 

Per. {aeide’] What’s" here? 

A letter, that she loves the knight. of Tyre I 



Unie)' Teaisa. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Eesolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had,^^^'^ 

Who takes ofience at that would make me glad ? 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory? — 
[ilsidc] I am glad on’t with all my heart. — 
ril tame you ; I’ll bring you in subjection. 

Will you, not having my consent. 

Bestow your love and 3"our affections 
Upon a stranger? — [usicfc] who, for aught I know^ 
May be — nor can I think the contrary — 
von. VIII. , ,, 
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’Tis the king’s subtilty to have my life.— 

O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord,^^^^^ 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aim’d so high to love your daughter. 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sm. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and thou art 
A, villain.. 

Per. By the gods, I have not : 

Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 

Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor ! 

Sm. Ay, traitor. 

Per. Even in his throat — ^unless it be the Mng — 

That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Shn. [askie] Now, by the gods, I do appltod his courage 
Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts. 

That never relish’d of a base descent. « 

I came unto your court for honour’s cause, 

And not to be a rebel to her state 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 

This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy. 

Sim. No ? 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 




Therefore hear yon, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine, — and yon, sir, hear yon, 

Either he rul’d hy me, or I will mate you— 

Man and wife : — ■ 

Nay, ^come, your hands and lips must seal it too ; 

And being join’d, I’ll thus your hopes destroy ; — 

And for farther grief,— God give yon joy !— 

What, are yon both pleas’d ? 

TliwL Yes, — if yon love me, sir. 

Fer. Even as my life, or blood that fosters 
Sim. What, are yon both agreed ? 

Both. * Yes, ift please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, that I will see yon wed ; 
And then with what haste yon can get yon to bed. {Exeunt. 


Enter Gower. 

Goxo. Now sleep j^slated hath the rout ; 

No din but snores the house about, 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompons marriage-feast. 

The cat, with eyne of burning coal, 

Now conches fore the mouse’s hole ; 

And crickets sing at th’ oven’s month, 

4ye the blither for their drouth.^^^^ 

H;;yTiien hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded.^ — ^Be attent, 

^ And time that is so briefly spent 

With your fine fancies quaintly eche : 

^ What’s dumb in show I’ll plain with speech. ’ 

Dumb-Show. 

J£nter^ from one side^ Pkbiolbs and Simonides tdtk Attendants ; a 
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Messenger tZim, hneels, and gives Pericles a letter: lie 
shows it to Simonides ; the Lords hied to Pericles. Then 
enter Thais a with child, and Lychorida. Simonides shows ' 
Ms daughter the letter ; she rejoices: she and Pericles 
leave of her father, and depart with Lychorida and their A-t-- 
Then exeimt and the rest 

Bj many a dem and painM percli 
Of Pericles the careful searclij 
By the four opposing coigns^^^^^ 

Which the world together joins. 

Is made with all due diligence 

That horse and sail and high expense 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tju’e— 

JFame answering the most strange inquire — 

To the court of King Simonides 

Are letters brought, the tenour these : — 

Antiochus and his daughter dead ; 

The men of Tyrus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, but he will none : 

The mutiny he there hastes t’ oppress ; 

Says to ’em, if King Pericles 
' Come not home in twice six moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the crown. The sum of this, 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Yravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps can^^^^- sound. 

Our heir-apparent is a king ! 

Who dream’d, who thought of such a thing ?” 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 

His queen with child makes her desire — 

Which who shall cross ? — along to go : — - 
Omit wj-e ail their dole and woe : — 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes, ^ 

And so to sea. Their^^^'^^ vessel shakes 
On Neptune’s billow ; lialf the flood , ; ' / 

Hath their keel cut: but fortune’s mood^*^ ^ ^ . 

Values again ; the grisly north - v > * 

Disgorges such a tempest' forlh^ . . ^ * 
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That, as a duck for life that dives, 

S^o up and down the poor ship drives : 

The lady shrieks, and, ■well-a-near, 

Does fall in travail with her fear : 

And what ensues in this fell 
Shall for itself itself perform. 

I nill relate, action may 
Conveniently the rest convey ; 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost^^^^^ Pericles appears to speak. [ExiU 


Scene I. 

Enter on sliiphoard. 

Per. Thou^^^^^ god of this great vast, rebuke these surges,, 
Which w^ash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 

Having recalFd them from the deep ! 0, still 

Thy deafening, dreadful thunders ; gently quench^^^^^ 

Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes ! — 0, how, Lychorida, 

How does my queen ? — Thou stormest venomously ; 

Wilt thou spit all thyself — The seaman’s whistle 

Is as a whisper in the ears of death. 

Unheard. — Lychorida! — Lucina, 0 
Divinest patroness, and midwife^^^^^ gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Ahoard^our dancing boat .; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen’s travail 

XYOHonmA, with cm Infant. 

^ How, Lychorida ! 

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for such a place, 

JVho, if it had conceit, would die, as I 
Am like to do : take in your arms this piece 
Of ydar <fead queen. 

"^Per. How, how, Lychorida ! 
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Lyc. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the storm. 

Here’s all that is left living, of your queen, — 

A little daughter : for the sake of it, 

Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. 0 you gods ! 

Why do you make us love your gooelly gifts, 

And snatch them straight away ? We here below 
Eecall not what we give, and therein may 
lionour with you. 

Lyc, Patience, good sir. 

Even for this charge. 

Per. Now, mild may he thy life ! 

Eor a more blusterous birth had never babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! for 

Thoi^ art the rudeliest welcome to this world^^^^’ 

That e’er was prince’s child. Happy \vhat follows ! 

Thou hast as chiding a nativity 

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make, 

To herald thee from the womb : even at the first 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit, 

With all thou canst find here. — ^Now, the good gods 
Throw their best eyes iipon’t ! 

Enter iico Sailors. 

First SaiL What courage, sir ? God save you ! 

Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the fia-w ; 

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this -poor infant, this fresh-new seafarer, 

I would it would he quiet. 

First SaiL Slack the bolins there ! — Thou wilt not, wilt 
thou ? Blow, and split thyself. 

Sec. Sail But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow 
Mss the moon, I care not. 

First SaiL Sir, your queen must overboard: the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the ship be 
cleared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your superstition. 

Fkst Sail. Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it hath beeit 
still observed; and we are strong in custom.^®^^’, Ther^ore 
briefly yield her ; for she must overboard straight* , 
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Per, As you think meet-— Most wretched queen 

X^c. Here she lies, sir, 

Pe7\ A terrible childbed hast thou had, my dear ; 

No light, no fire : th’ unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
To gm thee hallow’d to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze ;^^^"’ 

Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 

And aye-remaining^^^®^ lamps, the belching whale 
And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse, 

Lying with simple shells. — 0 Lychorida, 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper, 

My casket and my jewels ; and bid Nicander 
Bring the satin coffer lay the babe 

Upon the pillow : hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

[Exit Lychorida,. 

Sec. Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulked and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. — Mariner, say what coast is this ? 

Sec. Sail. We are near Tharsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner, 

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it ? 

Sec. Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. 0, make for Tharsus ! — 

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there I’ll leave it 
At careful nursing. — Go thy ways, good mariner : 

I’ll bring the body presently. lExeimU 


Scene II. Ephesm. A room in Ceeihon’s house. 

Enter Cerimon, a Servant, and some Persons tvho have heen 
sldpwreehed. 

^er. Philemon, ho ! 

PhU.^Doih my lord call ? 
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Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men : 

’T has been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Serv. I’ve been in many ; but such a night as this, 

Till now, I ne’er endur’d. 

Ce}\ Your master will be dead ere you return ; 

There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature 
That can recover him. — [To PMleM07i] Give this to the 
pothecary, 

And tell me how it works. [Exeimt all except Cermo7i. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

First Gent. Good morrow.^^'"^^ 

Sec. Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why <lo you stir so early ? 

First Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea. 

Shook as the earth did quake ; 

The very principals did seem to rend, 

And all to-topple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

Sec. Ge^it. That is the cause we trouble you so early ; 
’Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. 0, you say well. 

First Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship, having 
Eich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 

’Tis most strange, 

Nature should be so conversant with pain. 

Being thereto not compell’d. 

Cer. I hekb^^^^ it ever. 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches: careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

But immortality attends the former. 

Making a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 

By turning o’er authorities, I have — 

Together with my practice — ^made familiar 
To me and to my aid the blest infusions . ' 
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That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 

And can speak of the disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures ; which doth give me 

A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 

Or tie my treasure^^^^^ up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death.^^^^^ 

Sec, Gent, Your honour has through Ephesus pour’d 
forth 

Y"our charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by yon have been restor’d : 

And not your knowledge, your personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never 

Enter two or three with a chest, 

Mrst /Smu So ; lift there. 

Cer. YVhatisthat? 

First Serv, Sir, even now 

Bid the sea toss upon our shore this chest 
’Tis of some wreck. 

Cer, Set ’t down, let’s look upon ’t. 

Sec, Gent, ’Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, ‘ Whate’er it he, 

’Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight : 

If the sea’s stomach be o’ercharged with gold, 

’Tis a good constraint , of fortune it belches upon us/^^®^ 

Sec. Gent. ’Tis so, my lord. 

Cer, How close ’tis caulk’d and hitum’d ! — 

Did the sea cast it up ? 

First Sew, I nevjer saw so huge a billow, sir, 

As toss’d it upon shore. 

Cer. Wrench it open ; 

Soft ! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

Sec, Gent, A delicate odour. 

Cer, As ever hit my nostril. — So, up with it. — 
you most potent gods ! what’s here ? a corse ! 

JB'iTst Gent. Most strange ! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm’d and entreasur’d 
With full bags of spices A iDassport too ! — 
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Apollo, perfect me in the characters ! \_Reads from a scrolL 

^‘Herelgivetounderstaiid,— 

If e’er this coffin drive a-land, — 

I, King Pericles, have lost 

This (lueen, worth all our mundane cost. 

Who finds her, give her hurjing ; 

She was the daughter of a king: 

Besides this treasure for a fee, 

The gods requite his charity !” 


If thou liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That even cracks for woe ! — This chanc'd to-night. 

Sec. Gent. Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 

For loo^v how fresh she looks I — They w^ere too rough 
That threw her in the sea. — Make a fire within : 

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet. — lExit a Servant. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours, 

And yet the fire of life kindle again 

The o’erpress’d spirits . I heard of an Egyptian 

That had nine hours lien dead, 

Who was by good appliances recover'd/^^^^ 


Re-enter a iServant, icitli hoxes^ na])1ihis^ and fire. 


W’^ell said, well said ; the fire and cloths. — 

The rough and woful music that we have. 

Cause it to sound, beseech you. 

The vioP'^^^ once more : — how thou stirr’st, thou block ! 
The music there ! — I pray you, give her air. — 
Gentlemen, this queen will live : nature awakes ; 

A w^armth breathes out of her she hath not been 
Entranc’d above five hours : 

To blow into life's flower again ! 

First Gent. The heavens, 

‘‘^'’'-^3^^ugh you, increase our ^vender, and set up 
ITouf fame for ever. 

Gcr. She’s alive; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, begin to part 
Their fringes of bright gold; the diamonds 


see how she gins 
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Of a most praised water do appear, ^ ■ 

To make (he »oiia twice rich.— 0, live, anil m« -e 

Ue weep to hear jom fete, foil meatme, 

Kare as you seem to be . _ ■- 

Thai. ^ Diana, 

mere am I ? Where’s my lord ? What world is this ? 

• (rent. Is not this strange? 

First Gent. Most rare. • .t, , 

Hush, my gentle neighbours 1 

Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her. 

Get linen : now this matter must be look d to. 

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come ; _ _ 

And ^sculapius guide us ! {Exeunt, carrying out Thazsa. 


Scene III. Thar sus. A room in the Governor’s house. 

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Diontza, and Lychoeida with Marina 
in her cmns. 

Per. Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be gone ; 

My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady, 

Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you mor- 
tally. 

Yet glance full wanderingly on us.‘^^^’ 

0 your sweet queen ! 

That the strict Fates had x^leas’d you had brought her hither, 
T’ haTe Mess'd mine eyes with her ! 

We cannot but obey 

The j)owers above us. Could I rage and roar 

As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 

Must be as 'tis. Ifij gentle babe Marina, whom, 

JSior she was born at sea, I've nam'd so, ^here 
I charge your charity withal, leaving her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To gi;^e her princely training, that she may be 
Manner’d as she is bom. 
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Cle. Fear not, my lord, but tliink 

Your grace, tbat fed my country with your corn,- 
For which the people’s prayers still fall upon you, 

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body, 

By you reliev’d, would force me to my duty : 

But if to that my nature need a spur. 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine. 

To the end of generation ! 

Pen I believe you ; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me to’t, 

YYithout your vows.— Till she be maiTied, madam, 

By bright Diana, ivhom we honour, all 
Unscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain. 

Though*! show ill in’t.^^*^®^ So I take my leave. 

Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion, I’ve one myself, 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle, We’ll bring your grace e’en to the edge o’ the shore. 
Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven.^^^'^^ 

Per. I will embrace 

Ymur offer. Come, dearest madam. — 0, no tears, 

Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 

You may depend hereafter. — Come, my lord. ' [Exeunt, 


Scene IV. Ephesus, A room in Ceeimon’s house, 

Enter Cerimon and Tiiaisa. 

Cer, Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 
Lay with you in your coffer : which are now^- 
At your command. Know you the character ? . 

Thai, It is my lord’s. , 

That I was shipp’d at sea, I well 
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Even on my eaning time ; but wlietlier tliere 
Delivett’d, by the boly gods, 

I cannot rightly But since King Pericies, 

My wedded lord, I . ne’er shall see again, 

A vestal livery will I take me to, 

And never more have joy. 

* Ger, Madam, if this you purpose as ye speak, 

Diana’s temple is not distant far, 

Where you may abide tilh^®^^ your date expire; - 

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that’s all ; 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small, [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Enter Go\yeii. 

Goic. Imagine Pericles arriv’d at Tyre, 
Welcom’d and settled to his own desire. 

. His 'woful queen we leave at Ephesus, 

Unto Diana there^^^^^ a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind. 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train'd 
In music, letters ; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace, 

. Which makes her both the heart and place^^""^ 
Of general wonder. But, alack. 

That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 

And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown. 

Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this maid^^'^^^ 
Hight Philoten ; and it is said 
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For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 

Ee't when she^^®^^ weav’d the sleided silk 
With fingers long, sinall, white as milk ; 

Or when she would with sharp neekP^®' wound 

The cambric, which she made more sound 

By hurting it ; or when to the lute 

She sung, and made the night-bird^^^^^ mute. 

That still records with moan ; or when 

She would with rich and constant pen 

Tail to her mistress Dian ; still 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With absolute Marina ; so 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow^^^^^ 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as debts, 




And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rai*e, 

A present murderer^^*^^^ does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lyehorida, our nurse, is dead : 

And curskl Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prest for this blow, Th’ unborn event 
I do commend to your content : 

Only I wdnged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 
Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way.- 
Dionyza does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderei*. 


Scene I. Tharsus. An open place near, the seashore 

Enter Digny^a md Leonine. , * 
Dion. Thy oath rememher; thou hast sworn to do’t^ 
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’Tis but a blow, whioli never shall be known. 

Thou canst not clo a thing in the world so soon, 

• To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience, 

Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy bosom, 

Inflame too nicely nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon, I’ll do’t ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion, The fitter, then, the gods should have her. — Here 
She comes weeping for her only mistress’ death. — 

Thou art resolv’d ? 

Leon, I am resolv’d. 

Enter Marina, tmtli a hasket of floioers. 

Mar, I will rob Tellus of her weed, 

To strew thy green with flowers ; the yellows, blues. 

The purple violets, and marigolds, 

Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy grave, 

While summer-days do last . — Ky me ! poor maid, 

Born in a tempest, when my mother died. 

This world to me is like a lasting storm. 

Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion, How now, Marina ! why do you keep alone 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour ’s chang’d 
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, 

Give me your flowers, ere the sea mar 
W alk with Leonine ; the air is quick there, 

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. — Come, 

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar^ No,- 1 pray you ; 

I’ll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion, ^ Come, come ; 

I love the king your father, and yourself, 

^''--^ith more than foreign heart. We every day 
- Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted, 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage • 

^Blame both my lord and me, that we have taken 
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No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 

Walk, and be cbeerful once again ; reseiW^^®^ 

That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ; 

I can go home alone. 

Mm\ Well, I will go ; 

But yet Fve no desire to it. 

Dion, ‘ Come, come, 

I know ’tis good for you. — 

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least : 

Eemember what I’ve said. 

Leon, I warrant you, madam. 

Dion, 111 leave you, my sweet lady, for a while : 

Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood : 

What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar, My thanks, sweet madam.— 

[Exit Dionyza 

Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon, South-west. 

Mar, When I was born, the wind was north. 

Leon, Wasl so ? 

Mar, My father, as nurse said/^^^^ did never fear. 

But cried Good seamen to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands, haling ropes 
And, clasping to the mast, endur’d a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 

Leon, When was this ? 

Mar, When I was born : 

Never was waves nor wind more violent ; . 

And from the ladder-tackle washes off 
A canvas-climber. Ha !” says one, wilt out ?” 

And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stern the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon, Come, say your prayers. 

Mar, What mean you ? 

Leon, If you require a little space for prayer, 

I grant it : pray ; but be not tedious, for 
The gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 





Mar. Why will you kill me ? 

Leo^i. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me IdlFd ? 

Now, as I ean remember, by my troth, 

I never did her hurt in all my life : 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature: believe me, la, 

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly : • 

I trod upon a worm once ’gainst my will, 

But I wept for it. How have I offended. 

Wherein my death might yield her any profit, 

Or my life imply her any danger 
Leon. My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope. 

You are well-favour’d, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 

Good sooth, it show’d well in you : do so now : 

Your lady seeks my life; come you between, 

And save poor me, the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will dispatch. 

Enter Pirates, loMlst Marina is stnigglimj. 

First Pirate. Hold, villain ! [Leonine o'tms aivay.. 

Sec. Pirate. A prize ! a prize ! 

Third Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let’s 
have her aboard suddenly. [Exeunt Pirates zvith Marina^ 

Ee-enier Leonine. 

Lemi. These roguing thieves serve the great pirate Yaldes;: 
And they have seiz’d Marina. Let her go : 

There’s no hope she’ll return. I’ll swear she’s dead, 

And thrown into the sea.— But I’ll see further : 

^Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 

Not carry her aboard. If she remain,^ 

Whom they have ravish’d must by me be slain. [Exit. 
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Scene II. Mytilene. A room in a brotheL • 

Pander, Bawd, Boult. 

Pand, Boult,— 

Botdt, Six ? 

PancL Searcli the market narrowly; Mytilene is full of 
gallants. We lost too much money this mart by being too 
wenchless. 

Batvd. We were never so much out of creatures. We 
have hut poor three, and they can do no more than they can 
do ; and with^^^'^^ continual action are even as good as rotten. 

Pand, Therefore let’s have fresh ones, whate’er we pay 
for them. If there he not a conscience to be used in every 
trade, we shall never prosper. 

Batvd, Thou sayest true : ’tis not our bringing up of poor 
bastards, — as, I think, I have brought up some eleven, — 

Boidt, A.j, io eleven; and brought them dowm again.— 
But shall I search the market? , 

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden. 

Pand. Thou sayest true ; they’re too^^^^ unwholesome, o’ 
conscience. The poor Transylvanian is dead, that lay with 
the little baggage. 

Boidt. Ay, she quickly pooped him ; she made him roast- 
meat for worms. — But I’ll go search the market. [Exit. 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were as pretty a 
proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

0 Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? is it a shame to 
get when we are old ? 

Pand. 0, our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the commodity wages not with the danger : therefore, if 
in our youths we could pick up some pretty estate, ’twere 
not amiss to keep our door hatched. Besides, the sore terms 
wm stand upon with the gods will be strong with us for giving 
over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we! ay, and better too; we offentl 
worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it’s £Lo calling. 
— ^But here comes Boult. ♦ 
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^ Re-enter Boult, loitli Marina and Pirates. 

Boult, [to Marina] Come your ways. — My masters, you 
say she’s a virgin ? 

First Pirate, 0, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult, Master, I have gone through^^^^^ for this piece, 
you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have lost my earnest. 

Bated. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has excellent 
good clothes : there’s no further necessity of qualities can 
make her be refused. 

Baiod. What’s her price, Boult ? 

Boult. I cannot be bated^^’’^^ one doit of a thousand pieces. 

Band, Well, follow me, my masters, you shall have your 
money presently. — Wife, take her in ; instruct her what she 
has to do, that she may not be raw in her entertainment. 

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates, 

Bated, Boult, take you the marks of her, — the colour of 
her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her vir- 
ginity; and cry, He that will give most shall have her 
first.” Such a maidenhead •were no cheap thing, if men were 
as they have been. Get this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit, 

Mar, Alack that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 

He should have struck, not spoke ; or that these pirates — 
Not enough barbarous — ^had not o’erboard thrown me 
Bor to seek my mother ! 

Baled, Why lament you, pretty one ? 

That I am pretty. 0 

Bawd, Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd, You are light into my hands, where you are like 
to live. 

Mar, The more my fault 
To scape his hands where I was like to die. 

Bated, Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar, No. 

Bated, Yes, indeed shall you, and taste gentlemen of all 
fashions f you shall fare well ; you shall have the difference 
^ of dl complexions. What ! do you stop your ears ? 
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Mm\ Are yon a woman ? 

Bawd- What would you have me be, an I be not a wo- 
man ? 

Mar- An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd- Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think I shall have 
something to do with you. Come, you’re a young foolish 
sapling, and must be bowed as I would have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by men, then 
men must comfort you, men must feed you, men must stir 
you up, — Boult’s returned. 

Me-enter Boult. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market ? 

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of her 
hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. Audi I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the in- 
elination of the people, especially of the younger sort ? 

Boult- Faith, they listened to me as they would have 
hearkened to their father’s testament. There was a Spa- 
niard’s mouth so watered, that he went to bed to her very 
description. 

Batvd. We shall have him here to-morrow with his best 
ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you know 
the French knight that cowers i’ the hams ? 

Batvd. Who, Monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay: he offered to cut a caper at the proclamation; 
but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see her to- 
morrow. 



Baled. Well, well; as for him, he brought his disease 
hither : here he does but repair it. I know he will •come in 
our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun, 

Boidt. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, we 
should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd, po Mar-I Pray you*, come hither awhile. You 
have fortunes coming upon you. Mark me : you mtist seem 
to do that fearfully which you commit willingly ; to^^‘ de- 
spise profit where you have most gain. To weep tli^it you 
live as you do makes pity in your lovers: seldom but^hat 
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pity begets yon a good opinion, and that opinion a mere 
profit. 

Mai\ I understand you not. 

Boult. 0, take ber borne, mistress, take ber borne : these- 
blushes of bers must be quencbed with some present prac- 
tice. 

Bated. Tbou sayest true, i’faitb, so they must; for your 
bride goes to that with sbame wbicb is ber way to go with 
warrant. 

Boult. Faitb, some do, and some do not. But, mistress,,, 
if I ha7e bargained for tbe joint, — 

Bated. Tbou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boidt. I may so. 

Bated. Wbo should deny it? — Come, young one, I like* 
the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet. 

Bated. Boult, spend tbou that in tbe town : report what 
a sojourner we have ; you’ll lose nothing by custom. When 
nature framed this piece, she meant thee a good turn ; there- 
fore say what a paragon she is, and tbou bast tbe harvest out 
of thine own report. 

Boidt. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so- 
awake tbe beds of eels as my giving out her beauty stir up 
the lewdly-inclined. I’ll bring home some to-night. 

Bated. Come your w^ays ; follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 

Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bated. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray you, will 
you go with us ? \_Exetmt. 


ScEisiB III. Tharsus. A room in the Governor’s house. 
Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone? 

Cle. 0 Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon ! 

Dion.„ 

Youlf turn a child again. 


I think 
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Cle, Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 

I’d give it to undo the deed. — 0 lady, 

Much less in blood than Yirtue, yet a princess 

To equal any single crown o' th’ earth 

I’ the justice of compare ! — 0 villain Leonine ! 

Whom thou hast poison’d too : 

If thou haclst drunk to him, ’t had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy fact what canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dmi. That she is dead. Nurses are not the Pates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 

She died at night ; I’ll say so. Who can cross it ? 
Unless you play the pious innocent, 

And for an honest attribute cry out 
She died by foul play.” 

Cle. 0, go to. Well, well, 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

• Dion, Be one of those that think 

The pretty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence, 

And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 

And of how coward a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added, 

Though not his prime consent^^®^^ he did not flow 
Prom honourable sources.^^®^^ 

Dion. Be ’t so, then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead, 

Nor none can know now,^^®^^ Leonine being gone. 

She did distain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her, 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 

Not worth the time of day. It pierc’d me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural, 

You not your child well loving, yet I find 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Perform’d to our sole daughter.^®^ 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 
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Dion. And as for Pericles, 

What slionH lie say? We wejit after her hearse, 

And yet we mourn : h^r monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express^^®^^ 

A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 

Cle. Thou ’rt like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel’s face, 

Seize with thine eagle’s talons.^^®^^ 

Dion. Yon are like one that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the flies : 

But yet I know you’ll do as I advise^^®^^ [Exeunt. 

Enter Go wee, hefore the monument 0/ Marina at Tliar^iis. 

Goto. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short ; 

Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for ’t ; 

Making — to take your^^®®Mmagination — 

Prom bourn to bourn, region to region. 

By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
To use one language in each several clime 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you 
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps^^®®^ to teach you^ 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 

Attended on by many a lord and knight, 

To see his daughter, all his life’s delight. 

Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and high estate, 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 

Did Helicanus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships^^^^^ and bounteous winds have 
brought 

This king to Tharsus — think his^^^^^ pilot thought ; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on — 

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 

Like motes and shadows see them move awhile ; 

Your ears unto your eyes I’ll reconcile. 
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Bumb-Show. 

Enter, from one Pericles loith Ms Train; from the other, Cleon 
and BioigsrzA, Cleon shoios Pericles the tomb q/ M arina; 
whereat Pericles mahes lamentation, puts on sachdoth, and in 
a mighty passion departs. Then exeunt Cleon and Bionyza. 

See how belief may suffer by foul show ! 

This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe ; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d, 

With sighs shot through and biggest tears o’ershower’d^ 
Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs : 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, 

^And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Bionyza. 

[Beads the inscription on Marina^ s mon%ment. 
The fairest, sweet’st, and best lies here, 

Who wither’d in her spring of year. 

She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter, 

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter ; 

Marina was she call’d; and at her birth, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’ th’ earth : 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o’eriiow’d, 

Hath Thetis’ birth -child on the heavens bestow’d : 
Wherefore she does — and swears she’ll never stint — 
Make raging battery upon shores of hint.” 

No visor doth become black villany 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead, 

And bear his courses to be ordered 
By Lady Fortune ; while our scene^^^^^ must play 
His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-day 
In her unholy service. Patience, then, 

And think you now are all in Mytilen. [Exit. 
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ScEHE IV. Mytilene, A street before the brothel. 

Enter ^ from the brothel ^ two Gentlemen. 

Fmt Gent. Die! you ever hear tlie like ? 

Sec. Gent No, nor never shall do in such a place as this, 
she being once gone. 

First Gent But to have divinity preached there 1 did you 
ever dream of such a thing? 

Sec. Gent No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
houses r—shalPs go hear the vestals sing? 

First Gent 111 do any thing now that is virtuous ; but I 
am out of the road of rutting for ever. [_E.xeil^. 


Scene Y. The same. A room in the brothel. 

Pander, Bawd, Eodlt. 

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her she 
had ne’er come here. 

Bcmcl. Fie, fie upon her ! she ’s able to freeze the god 
Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must either get 
her ravished, or be rid of her. When she should do for 
clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of our profession, 
she has me her q[uirks, her reasons, her master reasons, her 
prayers, her knees ; that she would make a puritan of the 
devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult Faith, I must ravish her, or she 11 disfurnish us o f 
all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests, 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for me ! 

Baled. Faith, there’s no /way to be rid on’t but by the 
way to the pox. — Here comes the Lord Lysimachus dis- 
guised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the peevish 
baggage would but give way to customers. 

ETvter Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now ! How a dozen of virginities? 

Ba'xd, *Now, the gods to-bless your honour ! 
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Boult, I am glad to see your lionour in good health. 

Lys, Yon may so; ’txs the better for yon that your re- 
sorters stand npon sonnd legs. How now, wholesome ini- 
quity ! Have yon that a man may deal withal, and defy the 
surgeon ? 

Baivcl, We have here one, sir, if she would — hut there 
never came her like in Mytilene. 

Lys, If she’d do the deed of darkness, thou wonldst 
say. 

Bawd, Your honour knows what ’tis to say well enough. 

Lys, Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult, Box flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you 
shall see a rose ; and’ she were a rose indeed, if she had but — 

Lys, What, prithee ? 

Boult. 0, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys, That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less than it 
gives a good report to a number to be chaste.^^^^ [Exit Boult, 

Bawd, Here comes that which grows to the stalk, — -never 
plucked yet, I can assure you. 

Re-enter 'Box^ini with MAXimx, 

Is she not a fair creature ? 

Lys, Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at sea. 
Well, there’s for you : — leave us. 

Baiod, I beseech your honour, give me leave : a word, 
and I’ll have done presen tl}^ 

Z/ 2 /S. I beseech you, do. 

Baiod,, [to Marina] First, I ivould have you note, this i^ 
an honourable man. 

Mm\ I desire to find him so, that I may worthily note 
him. 

Bawd, Next, he’s the governor of this country,, and a 
man whom I am bound to. 

Mar, If he govern the country, you are bound to him 
indeed ; but how honourable he is in that,. I know not. 

Baiod, Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, will 
you use him kindly ? He will line your apron with gold. 

Mar, What he will do graciously, I will thankfully receive^ 

JLys. Ha’ you done? ^ 

Bawd, My lord, she’s not paced yet: you must take some 
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pains to work lier to your manage. — Come, we will leave Ms 
lionour and her together. — Go thy ways.^^^®^ 

\Exeunt Bawcl^ Pander, and Boult. 

Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have yon been at this 
trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir ? 

Lys. Why, I cannot name’t but I shall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please you 
to name it. 

Lys. How long have you been of this profession ? 

Jkfar. E’er since I can remember. 

Lys. Did you go to’t so young? Were you a gamester 
at five or at seven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to be a 
creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such re- 
sort, and will come into ’t ? I hear say you are of honour- 
able parts, and are the governor of this place. 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto you 
who lam? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets seeds and 
roots of shame and iniquity. 0, you have heard something 
of my power, and so stand alooP^^^ for more serious wooing. 
But I protest to thee, pretty one, my authority shall not see 
thee, or else look friendly upon thee. Come, bring me to 
some private place : come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now ; 

If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lysi. How’s this ? how’s this ? — Some more ; — be sage. 

Mar. For me. 

That am a . maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Have plac’d me in this sty, where, since I came, 

Diseases have been' sold dearer than physic, — 

0, that the gods 

Would set me free from this unhallow’d place, 

Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That liies i’ the purer air ! 
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Lys, I did not think 

Thou conldst have spoke so well ; ne'er dream'd thou conldst. 
Had I brought, hither a corrupted mind, 

Thy speech had alter’d it. Hold, here’s gold for thee : 
Persever in that clear way thou goest, 

And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar, The good gods preserve you ! 

Lys, For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. — 

Hold, here’s more gold for thee.— 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, 

That mbs thee of thy goodness ! If thou dost 
Hear from me, it shall be for thy good. 

Re-enier Boult. 

Boult, I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lys, Avaunt, thou damned doorkeeper ! 

Your house, but for this virgin that doth prop it, 

Would sink, and overwhelm you. Away ! \_Exit. 

Boult, How’s this? We must take another course with 
you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth a break- 
fast in the cheapest country under the cope, shall undo a 
•whole household, let me be gelded like a spaniel. Come 
your ways. 

Mar, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult, I must have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman shall execute it. Come your ways. We’ll 
have no more gentlemen driven away. Come your ways, 
I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd, How now ! what’s the matter ? 

Boult, Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here spoken 
holy words to the Lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd, 0 abominable ! 

. Boult, makes our profession as it were to stink 

afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd, Marry, hang her up for aver ! 
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Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snowball; 
saying his prayers too. 

Bcmcl. Boult, take her away; use her at thy pleasure; 
crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest malleable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground than she 
is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods ! 

Baivd. She conjures : away with her ! Would she had 
never come within my doors! — Marry, hang you! — She’s 
born to undo us.— Will you not go the way of women-kind? 
Marry, come up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and bays! 

[Exit. 

Boult. Come, mistress ; come your ways with me. 

Mar. Whither wilt thou have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so dear. 

Mar. Prithee, tell me one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ? 

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master, or rather 
my mistress. 

Mar. ISTeither of these are so bad as thou art, 

Since they do better thee in their command. 

Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 

Thou art the damned doorkeeper to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his Tib ; 

To the choleric fisting of every rogue 
Thy ear is liable ; thy food is such 
As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do ? go to the wars, 
would you ? where a man may serve seven years for the loss 
of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to buy him 
a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common shores, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 

Any of these ways are yet better than this ; 

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak, 

Would own a name too dear.^^^^^ — 0, that the gods 
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Would safely from tHs place deliver me ! — 

Here, here’s gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain by me/^^^^ 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 

With other virtues, which I’ll keep from boast ; 

And will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult, But can you teach all this you speak of? 

Mar, Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 

And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult, Well, I will see what I can do for thee : if I can 
place thee, I will. 

MUr, But amongst honest women. 

Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst them. 
But since my master and mistress have bought you, there’s 
no going but by their consent : therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but I shall 
find them tractable enough. Come, I’ll do for thee what I 
can; come your ways. lExeunt, 


ACT V. 

Enter Gowee. 

Goiv, Marina thus the brothel scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 

She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 

Deep clerks she dumbs ; and with her neeld^“®®^ composes 
Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry, 

That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 

Her inkle, silk, twin^*^^^^ with the rubied cherry : 

That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursM bawd. Here we her place; 

And to her father turn our thoughts again, 
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Wliere we left him, on the sea. We there him lost : 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d^^^^^ 

Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv’d 
God Neptune’s annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, trimm’d with rich expense ; 

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put your sight 
Of heavy Pericles ; think this his bark 
Where what is done in action, more, if might. 

Shall be discover’d ; please you, sit, and hark. [Exit. 


Scene I. On hoard Pericles’ slii]), off Mytilene. A pavilion 
on deck, with a curtain before it; Pericles tvithin it, re- 
clined on a couch. A barge lying beside the Tyrian vessel. 

Miter two Sailors, one lelonging to the Tyrian vessel, the other to the 
large ; to them Helioanus. 

Tyr. Sail, [to the Sailor of Mytilene^ Where is Lord Heli- 
cane?^^^^^ he can resolve you. 

0, here he is. — 

Sir, there’s a barge put off from Mytilene, 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ? 

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

First Oent. Doth your lordship call ? 

HeL Gentlemen, there’s some of worth “wonld come 
aboard; 

I pray ye, greet them fairly. 

[The Gentlemen ajxd the two Sailors descend, and 
go on board the barge. 

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords, with the Gentlemen 
^ " and the two Sailors; 

-Tyr. Sail. Sir, 
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This is the man that cany in anght yon wonld, 

Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! the gods preserve you ! 

Hel, And you, sir,^^^^^ to outlive the age I am, 

And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs. 

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 

I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hel. First, what is your place ? 

Lys, I am the governor 

Of this place you lie before.^^^^^ 

HcL Sir, ■ 

Our vegsel is of Tyre, in it the ting ; 

A man who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance 
But to prorogue his grief. 

Upon what ground is his distemperature? 

Hel, ^Twould be too tedious to repeat ; 

But the main grief springs from the loss^^^®^ 

Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 

Lys, May we not see him? 

Hel, You may ; 

But bootless is your sight,— he will not speak 
To any. 

Lj/s. Yet let me obtain my wish, 

Hel. Behold him {Draws the cuHain, and discovers Deri- 
cles]. This was a goodly person, 

Till the disaster that, one mortal night, 

Drove him to this. 

Lys, Sir king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! 

Hail, royal sir ! 

Hel, It is in vain; he will not speak to you. 

First Lord, Sir, 

Wo have a maid in Mytilen, I durst wager. 

Would win some words of him. 

Lys, 'Tis well bethoughL 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other chosen attractions, would allure, 

And make a batteiy through his deafen’d parts, 
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'Whicli now are midway stopp’d : 

Slie is •all happy as the fairest of all, 

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon^^^®^ 

The leafy shelter that abuts against 

The island’s side. IWliispers First Lord; loho goes off in. 

the barge of Lysimachus. 

Hel. Sure, ali’s^^^®^ effectless ; yet nothing we’ll omit 
That bears recovery’s name. But, since your kindness 
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech 
That for our gold we may provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want. 

But weary for the staleness. 

Lys- 0, sir, a courtesy 

Which if we should deny, the most just gods^^^^^ 

Bor every graff would send a caterpillar, 

And so afflict^^^^^ our province.— Yet once more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king’s sorrow. 

Hel, Sit, sir; I will recount it to you : — 

But, see, I am prevented. 

Le-enter, from the large^ Birst Lord, with Maeusta and a young Lady.. 

Lys, 0, here is 

The lady that I sent for, — elcome, fair one ! — 

Is’t not a goodly presence 

Hel, She’s a gallant lady. 

Lys, She’s such a one,^^^^ that, 'were I well assur’d 
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 

I’d wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed. — 

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty^^^^^ 

Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 

If that thy prosperous- artificial feat^^^^^ 

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught. 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar, Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 

Provided 

That nohe but I and my companion maid 
B^ suffer’d to come near him.^^^^^ 
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Lys, ^ 

And tlie gods make her prosperous ! \_MaTina singsJ'^^^^ 
Lys. Mark’d he your music ? 

Mm\ No, nor look’d on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear. 

Per, Hum, 'ha!' 

M 

My lord, that ne’er before iuTited eyes. 

But haye been gaz’d on like a comet : she speaks, 

My lord, that, may be, hath endur’d a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d. 

Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 

My deriyation was from ancestors 

Who s4sood equiyalent with mighty kings : , 

But time hath _ rooted out my parentage, 

And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in seryitude.— [Asi&] I will desist ; 

But there is something glows upon my cheek. 

And whispers in mine ear, ‘‘ Go not till he speak.” 

Per, My fortunes — parentage — good parentage — 

To equal mine ! — ^was it not thus ? what say you ? 

Mm\ I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage, 

You would not do me yiolence. 

Per, I do think so. — Pray you, turn your eyes upon 

me.^229) 

You are like something that — What countrywoman ? 

Here of these shores ? 

Mar. ' No, nor of any shoi'es 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. I’m great with woe,^^'^^^ and shall deliyer weeping. 

My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might haye been : my queen’^ square browns ; 
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 

As silyer-yoic’d ; her eyes as jewel-like. 

And cas’d as richly ; in pace another Juno; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry, 

The more she gives them speech. — ^Where do you 
yoL. vm. 



66 


PEBIOLES. 


[act t* 


Mar. Wliere I am but a stranger : from the deck 
Yon mo-y discern the place. 

Per. Where were yon bred ? 

And how achiev’d you these endowments, which ^ 

Ton make more rich to owe ? 

Mar. If I should tell my history, it would seem 
Like lies disdain’d in the reporting.®^^^ 

Per. Prithee, speak ; 

Falseness cannot come from thee; for thou look’st 
Modest as Justice, and thou seem’st a palace 
For the crown’d Truth to dwell in : I’ll believe thee. 

And make my senses credit thy relation 
To points that seem impossible; for thou look’st 
Like one I lov’d indeed. What were thy friends ? 

Didst thou not say,^^®^^ when I did push thee back, — 

Which was when I perceiv’d thee, — that thou cam’st 
From good descending ? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Eeport thy parentage. I think thou said’st 
Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury, 

And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal mine. 

If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story ; 

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou’rt a man, and I 
Have suffer’d like a girl ; yet thou dost look 
Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 

How lost thou them ? Thy name,^^^^^ my most kind virgin ? 
Eecount, I do beseech thee : come, sit by me. 
ikfar. My name is Marina, 

^er. 0, I am mock’d, 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. ; 

Mar. Patience, good, sir. 

Or hgre I’ll cease, ; ' ' 

rPer. Nay, I’ll he patient. • 
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Ttion little know’ st Eow tkoii dost startle me, 

To call tkyself Marina. 

Mm\ The 

Was given : 3 ne by one that had some power,— 

My father, and a king. 

:'Per, How ! a king’s daughter ? 

And call’d Marina ? 

■'■Mar,'' You said you would belieTe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 

I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood? 

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy ? 

Motion ! — Well ; speak Where were you born ? 

And wherefore call’d Marina ? 

Mar. Call’d Marina 

For I was born at sea. 

Per. At sea ! wdiat mother ? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 

Who died the very^*^'^ minute I was born, 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver’d weeping. 

Per. ^ 0, stop there a little ! — 

\A$ide~\ This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be : 

My daughter’s^’^®®^ buried. — ^^Yell : — where were you bred ? 
I’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your stoi’y, 

And never interrupt you. 

Mar. You’ll scarce believe me 

’T ^vere best I did give o’er. 

Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave : — 

How came you in these parts ? where were you bred ? 

Mar. The king my father did in Tharsus leave me ; 

Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife. 

Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do’t, 

A crew, of' pirates came and rescu’d me;, ■ 

Brought me to Mytilene, But, good sir, 

Whither will you have me ? Why do you weep? li be^ 
Y'ou think me an impostor : no, good faith ; . 
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I am the danghter to King Pericles, 

If good King Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Helicanus ! 

Rel. Calls my lord ? 

Per. Tliou art a grave and noble counsellor, 

Most wise in general : tell. me, if tliou canst, 

What this maid is, or what is like to be, 

That thus hath made me weep ? 

Rel. . I know not; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lys. She would never^^'^^^ tell 

Her parentage ; being demanded that. 

She would sit still and -weep. 

Per. 0 Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir; 

Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 
Overbear the shores of my mortality, 

And drown me with their sweetness. — 0, come hither. 
Thou that begett’st him that did thee beget ; 

Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 

And found at sea again ! — 0 Helicanus, 

Down on thy knees, thank th’ holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us ; this is Marina. — 

What was thy mother’s name ? tell me but that, 

Por truth can never be confirm’d enough, 

. Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray, 

What is your title ? 

Per. I’m Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
My drown’d queen’s name, — as in the rest you said 
Thou hast been godlike perfect, — 

The heir of kingdoms, and another like 
To Pericles thy father.^-^^^ 

'Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother’s name was Thaisa ? 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 

, ' Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art my chikl 
Give me fresh garments. — Mine own, Helicanus, — 
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She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should haTe been,^ 

By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all ; 

When thou shalt kneel, and justify in Iniowledge 
She is thy very princess. — ^Who is this ? 

Hel. Sir, ’tis the governor of Mytilene, 

Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 

Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you, sir. r 

Give me my robes.— I’m wild in my beholding.— 

O heavens bless my girl ! — But, hark, what music ? — 

Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 

O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 

-How sure you are my daughter. — But, what music ? 

Hd. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None ! 

The music of the spheres 1 — List, my Marina. 

Lys. It is not good to cross him ; give him way. 

Per. Ear’st sounds ! Do ye not hear ? 

Lys. ‘ My lord, I hear.^2^®> 

[MusiG. 

Per. Most heavenly music ! 

It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [^Sleeps* 

Lys. A pillow for his head : — 

So, leave him all. — Well, my companion friends, 

If this but answer to my just belief, 

I’ll well remember you, [Exeunt all except Pericles. 



Diana appears. 

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee thither, 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. • 

There, when my maiden priests are met together. 

Before the people all, 

Eeveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call, 

And give them repetition to the life.^^^^ " 

Or perform my bidding, or thou liv’st in woe ; . ^ 

Do it, and happy ; by my silver bow ! » 

Awake, and tell thy dream.®^^^ ^[Disappears. 
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Per. My purpose was for TJiarsus, mere uu 
Til’ inlio spit able Cleon ; but I am 
jFor other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons I’ll tell thee why. 

\To Lyshnaclius] Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your snoj 
And give you gold for such provision 

As our intents will need ? 

Lys. Sir, 

With all my heart ; and, when you come ashore, , 

I have another suit. 

pg,.. You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Sin lend me your arm 

Per. Come, my Marina. 

Enter Goweb, lefore the temple 0/ Diana at Ephesus. 

Gow. Now our sands are almost run ; 

More a little, and then dumb.®*® 

This, my last boon, give me,^ — 

For such kindness must relieve me, ' 

That you aptly wiU suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what shows. 

What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 

The regent made in Mytilin, 

To greet the king. So- he thriv’d. 
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SCENE II.] 


That he can hither come so soon, 
Is by yonr fancies' thankful doom, 


Scene II. The temple 0/ Diana at Ephesus; Thaisa standing 
near the altar, as high priestess; a number of Virgins o'n 
each side; Certmon and other Inhabitants of Ephesus at-- 
tending, 

Enter with Ms Tram; Lysimachxjs, Helicanus, IV fARiNii, 

and a Lady. 

Per, Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just command, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 

Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa.^^^^^ 

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call'd Marina ; who,®®^^ 0 goddess. 

Wears yet thy siher livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs'd with Cleon ; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mytilene ; 'gainst whose shore 
Biding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai, Voice and favour ! — 

You are, you are — 0 royal Pericles ! — [Faints, 

Per, What means the nun?^^®^^ she dies! help, gentle- 
men! 

Cer, Noble sir, 

If you have told Diana’s altar true, 

This is your wife. 

Per. Eeverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her o’erboard with these very arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. . 'Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady; — 0, she’s but o’erjoy'd. — 

Early in^^^^^ blustering morn this lady was * 

Thrown upon this shore. I op’d the cojfin, * * 

Pound there rich jewels ; recover'd her, and plac'd her * 
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Here in Diana’s temple. 

PeTff May we see them ? 

Ger. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house, 
Whither I invite you. — Look, Thaisa is 
Eecover’d. 

Thai, 0, let me look! 

If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, 

But curb it, spite of seeing. — 0, my lord, 

Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak. 

Like him you are : did you not name a tempest, 

A birth, and death ? 

Per, The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

Thai, That Thaisa am I, supposM dead 
And drown’d. 

Per, Immortal Dian f 

Thai, Now I know you better. — 

When we with tears parted Pen tapolis, 

The king my father gave you such a ring. . \_3hoivs a ring. 
Per, This, this : no more, you gods ! your present kind- 
ness 

Makes my past miseries sport : you shall do well, 

That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. — 0, come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

* Mar, My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. 

[Kneels to Thaisa, 

Per, Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai, Bless’d, and mine own ! 

Hel, Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai, I know you not. 

Per, You’ve heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre, 

I left behind an ancient substitute : . 

Can you remember what I call’d the man? 

I’ve nam’d him oft. 

Thai: ’Twas Helicanus then. 

Ter, Still confirmation ; 


— 
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Embrace Hm, dear Tliaisa; this is lie. 

Now do I long to hear how yon were found : 

How possibly preserv’d ; and who to thank, 

Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai, Lord Gerimon, my lord ; this is the man,^^^®^ 
Through whom the gods have shown their power, that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per, ' Eeverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives? 

Cer. I will, my lord. • 

.Beseech you, first go with rne to my house, 

Where shall be shown you all was found with her ; 

How she came placed here in the temple ; 

No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Bian,^^''^^ bless thee for thy vision ! I 
Will offer night-oblations to thee. — Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 

Shall marry her at Pentapolis. — ^And now. 

This ornament 

Makes me look dismal will I clip to foi'm ; 

And what this fourteen years no razor touch’d, 

To grace thy marriage-day, I’ll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Gerimon hath letters of good credit, sir, 

My father ’s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there, my queen. 
We’ll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days : 

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. — 

Lord Gerimon, we do our longing stay 

To hear the rest untold : sir, lead’s the way. [Exeunt. 

Enter Goweb. 

Qow. In Antiochus and his daughter you have heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen. 

Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen, • 

Virtue preserv’d^‘^®®^ from fell destruction’s blast, ^ 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last : 
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In Helicanns may yon well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears : 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 

Had spread their ciirskl deed, and^^^®^ honour’d name 

Of Pericles, to rage the city^^®^^ turn, 

That him and his they in his palace burn ; 

The gods for murder seemed so content 

To punish them,^^^^^ — -although not done, but meant. 

So, on your patience evermore attending, 

New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. 
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P. 5. (i) holy-aUs 

So Farmer.^Tlie old eds. have “ dayes.” 

P. 6 , ( 2 ) purchase^\ 

'Le. gain, profit. (Here Steevens’s emendation, i^urpose,’’ seems nnneces- 
sary.) 

P. 6 . ( 3 ) “/fife,” 

The old eds. liave “ Peere” [and “ Peer”] ; a misprint for “ Plieere,” more 
correctly written “/fiffi.” 

P. 6 . ( 4 ) JBut eustoTmvhat they did begin 

Was toith long use account no sinJ'^ 

Is usually altered to “By cust07n^'‘' &c.; tlie modern editors perhaps not 
making sufficient allowance for the inaccurate style of the unknown author. 

— The old eds. have “ account’d [“ accounted,” and “ counted”] no 

BinneJ’'* 


4 


P, 6 . ( 5 ) “ Bring in our daughter,'''* 

The old eds. have “Musicke bring in,'** &c.; a stage-direction having here 
(as is frequently the ease) crept into the text. — This “ Music” (a puzzle to the 
modern, editors) was evidently intended to accompany the entrance of the 
Daughter of Antiochus : — it was set down thus early in the prompter’s hook 
that the musicians might he in readiness. See note 5 on Borneo and Juliet, 
vol. vi. p. 475. — 1865. Here Mr. Grant White and the Cambridge Editors 
(Globe Sliahesjpeare) follow my arrangement. 


P. 6 . ( 6 ) “ the** 

Eot in the old eds. 

p, 7 . (7) “ her mild comjganion** 

i, e,, as Mason rightly explains it, the companion of her mildness ; — ^which I 
mention lest any one should suppose that “ mild** is a misprint for “ vild”' 
(vile). 

P. 7 . ( 8 ) “ boundless** ^ 

The old eds. have “ hondlesse.” • 
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P. 7. (9) ‘[For death-like dragons here affright thee hard:^’ 

““Certainly wrong. l‘Aff 7 'ight^ should be] I think, i.e. confrontA^ 

Walker’s Grit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 245 . 


P. 7. (10) ‘^all thy whole heap must die.^^ 

The old eds. have “ all the whole &c. — Mr. Collier in the second edition of 
his Shakespeare substitutes “ all thy whole head mxLst die >•” and remarks as 
follows; “Commentators have been sorely puzzled by the word heap^ as it 
stands in the early impressions: it is merely a misprint for ‘ head’ by the 
accidental turning of the last letter in heap : the antithesis is between ‘ eye’ 
and ‘head,’ and Antiochus immediately afterwards refers to the ‘heads’ of 
‘ yond sometime famous princes.’ On the next page but one Pericles says, 

‘ Then, give my tongue like leave to save my head.^ ” 

1 . I know not Mr. Collier’s authority for asserting that the “ commenta- 
tors have been sorely puzzled by the word heapff — I believe they never ques- 
tioned it : the only note on the passage in the Varior. Shakespeare is the 
following one by Malone ; “ all thy whole heap must die,] i. e. thy whole mass 
must be destroyed. There seems to have been an opposition intended. * Thy 
whole heap,’ thy body, must suffer for the offence of a part, thine eye. The 
word hulk, heap in the. present passage, was used for body by Shakespeare 
and his contemporaries.” 

2 . Does Mr. Collier see nothing extraordinary in a “ head dying” ? 

3 . The reply of Pericles to the above speech opposes Mr. Collier’s altera- 
tion; 

“ Antiochns, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail moi'tality to know itself, 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must,” &:c. 

I am not sure if, in the next line, all the old editions have not “ some- 
times.” 

P. 8 . (ir) “ I wait the sharpest blow,^^ &c. 

'The quartos have 

“ I wayt the shaipest blow (Antiochus) 

Scorning aduice ; read the conclusion then : 

Which readff &c. 

The third folio prefixes “ AnV' to the last of these lines. 

P. 8. (12) “ Of all saxfd yet,^^ 

i. e. of all who have yet assayed. — (Mason would read, both here and in the 
next line, “ In all save that.”) 

P. 8. (13) “How they may heff 

“In Wilkins’ novel, ‘ How this may he,’ which is probably the genuine read- 
ing.” flxAUNroK: See Introd. to the present play, p. 3 . 
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P. 10. (14) “ stai” 

So Malone. — Tiie old eds. itave “ shew.” 

P. 10. (15) foo' the whicTi^^ 

The old eds. omit “ but compare, in the preceding speech, “ The which 
is good in nothing and afterwards, p. 12, “ The thing wMch is flatter’d.” 

P. 11. (16) lihe an arrow shof’ 

Here was altered to “ as” in the folio of 1664. But on “ Like in the 

sense of as,” see Walker’s Crit. Exam. &g. toI. ii. p. 117, and Ms Editor’s note 
there. 

P. 11. (17) Why should this charge of thoughts i 

The sad companion, dull- ey' d melancholy j 
Bemyso-us^daguestasnota7ihomf^ 

The old eds. have 

“ why shold this chage [and ** change”] of thoughts,. 
The sad companion dull eyde melanchoUe, 

By me so vsde a guest, as not an houreT 

(Here ^‘ charge,'* as Steevens observes, means “weight, burden, pressure.”) 

P. 11. (18) feared, ’s at AntiocJWh 

So Walker, Shakespeai'e's Versification, <fec. p. 100. — Old eds. fear’d, is at 
Antioch.” 

P. 11. (19) “ Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here 

The old. eds. have “ Whose arme seemes,” Szc. — Compare Coriolanus, act i. 
sc. 2, “We shall be shorten’d in our aim,” &c. ; and To'oilus andOressida, 
act ii. sc. S, “ which short-aimed ignorance,” &c., where the old eds, have 
which short-avm’d ignorance,” &o. 

P. 12. (20) him,” 

Hot in the old eds. 

P. 12. (21) “ And with th’ ostent of war will look so huge,” 

Tyrwhitt’s correction. — The old eds. have “ And with the stint of warre,” &c., 
which Mr. Knight retains ; “ sti7it,” he says, “is synonymous with stop in the 
old writers” (and I wonder that he did not cite from Timon of Athens, act v. 
sc. 4, “ Make war breed peace ; make peace stint war,” &c.) : but he takes 
no notice of the immediately following words, “ will look so hxtok,” which 
fully confirm Tyrwhitt’s emendation. (Steevens adduces from Chapman’s. 
Homer’s Batrachomuomachia, 

“ Both heralds bearing the ostents of war;” 
and from Dekker’s Entertainment of James I., 1604, 

“ And why you bear, alone, 
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P, 12. ( 22 ) Who am no moTe'' 

'Eanaer’s correctioii; Isut qy. if the true reading? — The old eds. have “ Who 
•once no niore.'*^ 

P. 12. ( 23 ) “ Enter Heeicanus and other Lords.” 

At the commencement of this scene the quarto of 1609 has “ Enter Pericles 
with his Lords and here it has/* Enter all the Lords to Pericles.”— The 
other old eds. have the former stage-direction (the thii'd folio slightly varying 
it), hut they omit the latter one. — Undoubtedly the first speech of Pericles 
is spoken to himself. . 


P. 12. ( 24 ) Feace^ 2^eace, and give ex;perience iongiieF 

The modern emendation is ** Peace, xjeace, my lords, aiul give exi^encnce 
tongiieF 

P. 12. { 25 ) *\To loJiich that blast gives heaP^ 

The quarto of 1609 has “ To lohicli that sparke gives heate;^^ and so the latex’* 
eds., except that they corrupt heate'^ into “ heart.” — -Here the transcriber 
or compositor by mistake repeated the word “ sparke” from the preceding 
line.—Steevens would substitute ** wind Malone printed “breath ;” Mason 
inoposed “blast,” which I adopt. — -Walker [Crit. Exam, &c. vol. i. p. 315) 
says, “ I doubt whether * breatlP or * blasV be the time emendation.” 

P.12. ( 26 ) “a” 

Omitted in the old eds. 

P. 13. ( 27 ) ** Bit down : thou art nofatterer : 

I thanh thee for it ; and heaverP^ 

Has been amended to 

** Sit doton, sit down : thou art no flatter er : 

1 thanh thee for it ; and high heavenF 

P. 13.(28) 

** That Mugs should let their ears hear their faults diklP . 

Here, of course, “ means ** hinder.”~The old eds. have “ their 

Jaiilts hid which Malone gravely explains ** their secret faults — ^but “hid” 
is a manifest error for “ chidF 

P. 13. ( 29 ) ** To.bear icith ^patience 

Btich griefs as you. yourself do lay ujpon y ourself F 
The modern coiTection is 

“ With patience bear 
Such griefs as you do lay ujpon yourself F 
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From whence an issue I might ^Toj^ag ate, 

Are arms to princes, and 'bring joys to subjects^ 

Walker {Crit. Fxam. &c. vol. i. p. 75) conjectures that, Tbetween these two 
lines, a line, somewhat to the following ejBfect, has been omitted; 

“ Worthy to heir my throne ; for kingly boys,” &c.-~ 

“ The meaning of this passage,” says Mason, “ is clearly this ; ‘ From whence 
I might propagate such issue, as bring additional strength to princes and joy 
to their subjects.’ The expression is certainly faulty; but it seems to be the 
fault of the author, not the printer. I believe it was written as it stands.” 

. P. 18. ( 31 ) Bethought me lohaV'^ 

The old eds. omit “me;” which the author doubtless wrote. (“I have 5 (?- 
thought me of another fault.” Measure for Measure, act v. sc. 1.) 


P. 18*. ( 32 ,) and tyrants' fears 

Decrease not, but grow faster than their years 

All the old eds. have 

“ and tyrants feare 

Decrease not, but grow faster then iloet yeares ;" 
except the fourth folio, where “feare” is corrected to fears." 

P. 13. ( 33 ) “ And should he doubt it, — as" 

So Malone. — The old eds. have Andshold he doo’t, as," and And should 
he thinke, as," 

P. 14. ( 34 ) ^^calVt" 

The old eds. have “ call.” 
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P. 15. (38) Bitt since my landing I have understood'^ 

Tlio modem reading is But ^ since my landing , as X have undcTstood. Tlie 
old text, however, has the same meaning. 


P. 16. (39) “ We have no reason to desire it, 

this we desire , — ” 

Walker {Orit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 810) thinks that the first “ desire" should 
perhaps he “ 

P.16. (40) and seen with mischief s eyes," 

Malone prints “ unseen mischiefs eyes ." — Steevens reads “and seen 
with mistful eT/es.”— -Walker (Cni. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 333) conjectures 
“ and seen tdiTi misery’s ” 

P. 16. (41) “ Our tongues and sorrows do sound deey our woes 
Into the air; our eyes do weep, till lungs 
Fetch breath" 

Mr. Collier (note ad L) calls this passage “ somewhat obscure it is, in fact, 
corrupted into little better than nonsense.— In the first line the quarto of 

1609 alone has “ to sound deeye;" in the second line all the old eds. 

Iiave “ our eyes to weeye." — In the second line I follow Steevens in alter- 

ing “ tongues” to “ lungs" (though in Bichard XI. act i. sc. 3, we find 

“ Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath”). 

V. IQ. {/^z) If heaven slumber lohile their creatures leant, 

They may awahe their helys" 

The old eds. have “ their helpers.” — ^We have already more than once 

had “ heaven" used as a plural : see note 90 on Othello. 

P. 16. (43) For Itiches strew' d herself even in the streets;" 

i.e. “For Eiches poured herself out even in the streets.” — Steevens alto- 
gether misunderstood the plain meaning of the line. (I need hardly notice 
that this speech comes under the head of rh avaK6\oveop.)'—lSQ5. “ I know 
not whether it is necessary to observe, that Biches was then a singular noun ; 
the French richesse, in fact. Beaumont and Fletcher, Wit without Money,, 
near the beginning, * a common riches.' Shakespeare, Sonnet Ixxxvii., 

* For how do I hold thee hut by thy granting? 

And for that riches where is my deserving?’ 

In Shirley's Contention for Honour and Biches, Gifford and Dyce, voL vi. 
p, 287 sqq., Biches is one of the Dramatis Personso.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. 
&c. >jol. iii. p. 334. 
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P.17. (44) ^^notysttioostimmersyQunffer,'^ 

Tlie old eds. Lave “ not yet too [and “ to”] saners younger.” — “ The reading 
in the text was suggested by Mason long before the discovery of Wilkins’ 
novel [see Introd. to this play, p. 3], which in the corresponding scene 
contains the very expression pre>supposed : ‘ the ground of which forced 
lamentation was. to see the power of change, that this their city, not 
two summers younger, (lid so excell in pompe,’ &c.” Staunton. — In the 
second line of this speech all the old eds. have, I believe, “ These ^nouthsJ’ 

P. 17. {45) . ■ . “ hear” 

Mr. Collier substitutes “heed.” — Qy. may not hear” be e<iuivalent to 
hear of? 

P. 17. (46) Hath stuffed these” 

The old eds. have “ That stuff t the.” 

P. 18. (47) of tmha^py me^” 

Malone conjectures that “ me” should be “ men Steevens that it should be 
“ we” (as in Coriolanus, act v. so. 3, “ to poor we,” &e.) ; and some critic (I 
forget who) proposes “ 0 mhapp?/ me.” 

P. 18. (48) “iears,” 

^ Hearts,^ I conclude.” Walker’s CriL Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 334. 

P. 18. (49) Are like the Trojan horse was stuff d within 
With hloody veins” 

i. e. Are like the Trojan horse, which was stuffed, &c. — Steevens reads 

“Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuff ’d 
With Uoody Yieyrs.” 

P. 18. (50) “ Bise, I pray you, rise 

The quarto of 1609 has “ Arise, I pray you, rise” — The later old eds. have 
“ Arise, I pray you, arise,” (Compare, in p. 13, “ Bise, prithee, rise”) 

P. 19. (51) spoken” 

Mr. Grant White substitutes “ speken.” 

P. 19. (sa) Build” 

“Bead ‘Gild,’ So, in Gower IConfessio- Amaniis'}; wm of laton over- 
gylte.^ Again, in Kyng Appohjn of Thyre, 1510 j -‘in rememhrauncp they 
made an ymage or statue of dene gold,* <£fc.” Siebtj|KS^ 

YOL. Yin* f i 
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P. 19 . (53) “ 

Bteevens reads “ liatli but the whole passage is uuintelHgihle. 

P. 19 . (54) “/or though'^ 

Steeveus reads “ forth and Singer substitutes “ fovthy.” 

P. 20 . (55) “ Sends word‘‘^ 

So Steevens. — The old eds. have “ Sau’d one.” 

P. 20.(56) . ... . . . • .sin 

.......... Mm 

An instance of the license which, our early poets sometimes allowed them- 
selves to t£(,ke with the rhyme. See note 106 on Troilus and Oressida, 


P. 20 . (57) He ^ doing so, 

Does this mean, “ He, acting on the advice of Helicanus”?-— Steevens reads 
Jfo, knowing so,” 


P. 20 . (58) 


No misprint. — See note 56. 


sMjp 


P. 20. (59) ^^escapen*^ 

Here the old eds. have “ escapend,” most probably by the transcriber's or 
X^rinter’s mistake, since our author writes “ perishen” in the preceding line. 

P. 20 . (60) “ 771 C” 

The old eds. have “ my.” 

P. 20 . (61) “ First Fish, What, ho, Pilch / 

See. Fish. Ho, come'^ 

The old eds. have 

“1. ITAui, to pelch ? 

2. Ha, come.” 

Pilch, Tyrwhitt’s emendation, means a leathern coat; used here as a 
nickname.) 

P. 21 . (62) 

The old eds. have “ they.” 


they^ve' 
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P. 21. (63) “ He” 

The old eds. have “ We,” 


8S 


P. 21. {64) 

The old eds. have ‘‘ fenny.” 

P.21. (65) 

^\Peace he at y our lahom\ honest fishermen. 

Sec. Fish. Honest! good fellow, tohafs that I If it he a day fits 
you, search out of the calendar, and nohody look after it. 

Per. May see the sea hath cast upon your coasV^ 

That this is sadly mutilated, admits of no douht. — “It should seem that the 
prince had made some remark on the badness of the day. Perhaps the 
dialogue originally ran thus ; 

‘ Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen ; 

The day is rough and thwarts your occupation. 

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what’s that ? If it be not a day fits 
you, scratch it out of the calendar, and nobody wiZHook after it.’ 

The following speech of Pericles is equally abrupt and inconsistent ; 

* May see the sea hath cast upon your coast.’ 

The folio [1664] reads 

‘ 7’ may see the sea hath cast me upon your coast.’ 

I wmuld rather suppose the poet wrote 

‘ Nay f see the sea hath cast upon yom* coast — ’ 

Here the fishemnan interposes. The prince then goes on; 

‘ A man,’ &c.” ^ Steevens. — 

As to the words, “ May see the sea hath cast upon your coast , they are only 
•unintelligible because the rest of the speech has dropped out : the reading of 
the third folio is an arbitrary attempt, in disregard of metre (for Pericles is 
iio-w speaking in blank verse), to make the line convey a complete sense. 

P.22. (66) ^^fiesh for holidays, fish . . . moreo^er^^ 

The old eds. have ^^ficsh for all day, fish .... more; or.’’ 

P. 22. (67) “ 0, not allfi 

Walker {Crit.Fxam. &:c. vol. ii. p. 257) would read “ 0, no, not aZZ.” 

P. 23. (68) 

“ and lohat a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for — his wife^s soul,'*'* ■ 
More mutilation. The attempts made to explain and to amend the passage 
are alike ridiculous. 

“ my** 


P. 23. (69) 
Added by Malone. 
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P. 23. (70) And thouglV' 

“ Perhaps ‘An tJioitgh\^^ Walker’s Grit Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 157. 

P. 23. {71) 

The 'Which the. gods protect theefr 07 n! — H 'may defend theed^ 

’Ilie old eds. hme “ The which the Gods protect thee, EmxQ may dcfentl 
t7i^^.»_Malone altered Fame” to “fromd ^ — “Being certain that the metre' 
thronghont this play was once regular, I correct the line in question thus; 
^’Whidh gods protect thee frotn I it may defend thee'^f 

P.24.(7z). “it” 

The old eds. have “ them;” which perhaps might he retained, as meaning 
the various pieces which compose the armour, if we had not had above “ An 
armour,”— “ this coat of worth,”- — “this garment,” — and “it” repeatedly 
applied to the said armour, 

P.24. (73) “ By your fuTtlierance'^ 

In all probability “ Now, hy your furtherance^^ as Steevens conjectured. 

P. 24. (74) “ And, spite of all the rayture of the sea, 

Thisgeioel holds his building on 7ny armd^ 

The old eds. have “ — -all the rupture of the sead^ &c.— Here “ huilding^^ m 
usually altered to “biding.” (Mr. Collier remarks ad L ; “ The novel founded 
upon ‘ Pericles’ shows that the two words [‘ rapture^ and ‘ biding’], which in 
our text vary from the oiuginal copies, have been rightly changed by the 
commentators : Pericles, we are informed in the novel, got to land ‘ with a 
jewel, whom all the raptures of the sea could not bereave from his ainn.’’ 
Sewel recommended * rapture’ for mpture, and Malone substituted ‘ biding’ 
for building T How the passage cited from the novel proves that “build- 
ing^^ should be altered to “ biding,” I am unable to discover. It is, in fact, a 
wanton and unnecessaiy change : “his building on my aim” is “his fixture 
on my arm.”)— 1865. In the second edition of his Shahespeare Mr. Collier 
is very severe on me for defending the bid lection “building I therefore 
notice that it is retained hy Mr. Staunton, Mr. Grant \^rhite, and the Cam- 
bridge Editors {Globe Shahespeare), 

P- 24. (75) “ Unto the value''* 

The old eds. have “Unto thy value." — “Why should he apostrophize the 
jewel?” Walker’s Grit. Exam. (fee. vol. ii. p. 231. 

P. 24. (76) “ my friends," 

The fiid eds. have “ t???/ friend but compare the words of Pericles above, 
“ aS armour, frmids /" — “ To beg of you, }dnd friends," &c. 
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P. 24. (77) “ 

Added by Walker {Grit. Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 264) ; either that word or “ them’*' 
having undoubtedly dropt out. 

P. 24. (78) a goaV 

Mi\ Staunton proposes “ equal.” (Qy. “ — he hut goal unto my wUV^ ?) 



and, our daughter ^ 


“ and our daughter heere, 


P. 25. (80) 

Bo ^rinceB their renown if not respected, 

^Tis 71010 your honour t daughter ^ to explain,'’^ <fec. 

The old eds. have 

** So Princes their Eenownes, if not respected: 

^Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertaine,” &c. 

The second correction was made by Steevens. — (Qy. if in this passage two 
words have been accidentally transposed ; 

^Tis now your labour, dau,ghter^ to explain 
The honour of each knight in his device'*' ?) — 

1865- Walker (Grit. Exam. &e. vol. i, p. 315) marks the word honour" m 
this passage as corrupt. 

P.25. (Si) “Piu” 

That the author should commence his Spanish motto with an Italian word 
will appear strange only to such readers as are not aware how frequently 
■our early writers jumble those languages together. 

P. 25. (8s) Quod me” 

The old eds. have “ Qui me but see (among other works which might be 
referred to) Daniel’s translation of P. Jovius’s Discowi'se of Impreses^ 1585, 
:.sig. H 7. 

P. 25. (83) 

Perhaps **her but “ his" was often equivalent to “its.” 

P. 26. (84) “ Opinion's hut a fool, that makes u$ sem 

The outward hahit by the inward man," 

i. e, that makes us scan the inward man by outward habit. This kind 




of inversion was formerly very common.” Maloke. — “ Why should we not 
read 

‘ The inward habit by the outicard man’ ? 

The words were accidentally misplaced. In the i)rose romance already 
quoted [The Fatterne of imineftdl Aduentures, &:g. — see Introd. to this 
play, p. 3], the King says, ‘the habyte maketh not the relygioiis man’.” 
Steevens. — “In my copy this line is quoted in an old hand as Mr. Steevens 
reads.” Kaemee. 

P. 26. (85) “Topkec” 

So the fourth folio. — The earlier eds. have “IpZace.” 


P. 27. (86) “ By Jove^ I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 

These cates resist vie, he not thought wjgonF 

Qy. “ he but thought upon^^ ? — In my former edition I gave these lines to 
Fencles, with the reading “ she but thought But I had not then 

carefully examined Wilkins’s novel (see Introd. to the present play, p. 3), 
from which we learn that neither the father nor the daughter could attend 
to the good things at table for admiration of Pericles ; “In the end, all 
being seated by the Marshall at a table, placed directly ouer-against where 
the king and his daughter sate, as it were by some diuine operation both 
king and daughter at one instant were so strucke in lone with the noblenesse 
of his ivoorth, that they could not spare so 7nuch time to satisfie themselues 
with the delicacie of their viands for talking of his prayses : while Pericles 
on the other side obseruing the dignity wherein the king sate, that so many 
princes came to honour him, so many peeres stoode ready to attend him , 
hee “was strucke with present sorrow by remembring the losse of his owne.” 

P. 27. (87) 

“ Where now Ms soids like gloia-ico7'm in the ivight,'*^ 

The old eds. have “ Where now his sonne like a Glo<oorme in the nighV ^ — 
Malone gave “ Where now his son's a gloiv-worm in the night." 

P. 28. (88) stor'd" 

The old eds. have stiir’d” and “ stirr’d.” 


P. 28. (89) “ Foji knight doth sit too melancholy" 

Has been amended to *^Yon knight, metbinks, doth sit too melancholy." 


P. 28. (90) entertain" 

'T'he old eds. have ** enterance” and entrance now.”— Corrected by Walkei" 
{Grit, Exam. voh, ii. p, $18), who compares an earher passage, act i. sc, 1 
, ** And until then your entertain shall be 

' 'As' doth befit, .... 
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P. 28 . (91) “ And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of Mm, 

Ofzohenae^^ 

Tlie modem correction is 

And fm'ther tell him we desire to know 
Of lohence 

■wHcli most probably tbe antbor wrote. 

P. 29. (92) A gentleman of Tyre, 

Who only by misfortune of the seas 
Bereft of shi;ps and men, cast on this shore.'’’ 

So all tbe old eds., except that those sTibseq.Tient to tbe first quarto have 
071 tbe shore." — “ This speech,” says Mr. Collier (note ad 1 ), “is per- 
fectly intelligible which is true enough: but it is also manifestly muti- 
lated. — The modern reading is ; 

gentleman of Tyre, loho only by 
Misfortune of the seas has been bereft 
Of ships and men, and cast n-goxL this shore." 

P. 29. (93) And I have heard, you knights of Tyre" 

Here Malone’s emendation, And I have oiten heard," is silently adopted 
hy Mr. Collier, though in his note on the preceding speech he observes ; “If 
we are to add or withdraw words ad libitum, there can be no end of alter- 
ation, according to the pleasure or taste of critics.” 

P. 80 . (94) “ When he was seated in a chariot 

Of ari inestimable value, and Ms daughter with him, 
Afire" 

This corrupt passage is usually altered to 

“ When he was seated, and Ms daughter with Mm, 

In a chariot of inestimable value, 

Afire 

which refiction is silently given even by Mr. Collier. 

P. 30 . (95) Their" 

The old eds, have “Those;” a mistake occasioned by “those” in the next 
line. 

P. 80 . {96) “ wrong not the prince you love." 

The old eds. have “ wrong not your prince you [and your} love the Ms, 
having had “ y prince," which was mistaken for prince." 

P. 81 . (97) “ leaves" • 

The old eds. have “leaue.” ^ 
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P. 31. (98) 

The old eds. have “ death. 


“ deaWs' 


P. 81. (99) 

And hiowing this kingdom, if without a head , — 

Like goodly huildmgs left luithout a roof , — 

Will soon to Q'uin fall, yournoble self 
The old eds. have 

“ And knowing this Eingdome is without a head, 

Like goodly buildings left without a Roofe, 

Soone fall to ruine : your noble selfe,^’ 

They did not know that the kingdom had absolutely lost its governor; for 
in the very preceding line this Lord observes that it was only more probable 
that he was dead than living. I therefore read with a very slight change 
‘ if without a head.’ The old copy for * if' has ‘ is.' In the next line but 
one by supplying the word ^ ivill,' which I suppose was omitted by the care- 
lessness of the compositor, the sense and metre are both restored. The 
l>assage, as it stands in the old copy, is not, by any mode of construction, 
reducible to grammar.” Malone. 


P. 31. (100) For honour's cause," 

The old eds. have Tiy honours cause" — Steevens- suggested “ Try honour's’ 
course but the error does not lie in the word “ cause." The right reading 
is evidently “ For honour's cause t" afterwards, p. 33, we find “ I came unto 
your court for honour's cause," &:c. 


P. 31. (101) “ Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 

Where's hourly trouble for amimUe's ease." 

Malone reads “ — I leap into the seat,” &c. ; but he allows “ that a line 

in Hamlet, * Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,' as well as the rhyme, 
add some support to the old reading;” which I have no douht is the true 
one. (We have had before, p. 20, 

“He, doing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been, there’s seldom ease," &:c.) 


P. 31. (X03) “ it." 

Not in the old eds.— The Cambridge Editors [Globe Shakespeare) add “us.’' 

«s P, 31. (104) “ 5^ no means can I get. 

■ - , Sec, Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord f' 

The^eGond“#«t,” says Walker, should he ^ have,' 1 thmk." Grit. Exam. 
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P. 33. ( 105 ) me, graeious lord,"^ 

Malone. i^iints ^^ mj graciozis lor 

P. 33. ( 106 ) her state 

'WalkoT (Crit. Mxa^n. &g. vol. i. p. 300) would read “ to jouv state, 

P. 33. ( 107 ) “ Why, sir, say ifyoit had,^^ &o. 

Ml. Eniglit arranges ; 

“ Why, sii*, say if you had, who takes offence 
At that would make me glad ?” 

to the destruction of the rhyme, which was manifestly intended here. I have 
aheady observed that our early writers, when they introduced a couplet, did 
not always think it necessary that the first line should he as long as the 
second. 

P.34. ( 108 ) “ a” 

Omitted in the old eds. 

P. 34. ( 109 ) ‘‘ Even as my life, or Hood that fosters ft.” 

Oh this line in the second edition of his Shakespeare Mr. Collier writes thus ; 
** The meaning, says the Bev. Mr. Oyce, is ‘ even as my life, or as my hlood 
that fosters my life :* it would, we apprehend, he difficult to make any other 
meaning out of it; and we only give the explanation as a sample of the 
manner in which time and words are sometimes wasted upon what, in fact, 
requires no elucidation. We formerly printed ‘ my Mood’ from the 4to, 1609, 
hut the meaning was not thereby in any respect altered : or was to he un- 
derstood.” 

A very striking specimen of Mr. Collier’s dishonesty as a literary adver- 
sary-' ■ ' ■ ' ■ . . 

Mr, Collier in his first edition having printed (ridiculously enough) 

“ Even as my life, my hlood that fosters it,” 

I observed ; Bead, by aU means, with the quarto of 1619, 

‘ Even as my life, or hlood that fosters it,’ 

which Mr. Knight gives, and rightly explains, ‘ Even as my life, or as my 
hlood that fosters my life.’ ” E,emarks on Mr, Oollier'^s and Mr. Knighfs eds, 
of Shakespeare, p. 2Q1. 

P. 34. (no) “ the house about 
3 ^he old eds. have “ about the house.” 

P. 34. (ill) Eow couches fore the mouse^s hole ; 

And cnckets sing .at th'* ov'en's mouth, 

Aye the blither for theit drouth ^ 

The old eds. have 
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“ Now couches from the Mouses hole ; 

And Cricket sing at the ouens mouthy 
kso the hlyther for theif drouth'^ 

Malone says tkat “from the mouse's hole" may mean “at some little dis- 
tance from tlie mouse’s Me;” which it could hardly do. — The author, I 
imesume, would not haye used “ cricket” as a plural, though earlier in this 
play he has written (if indeed he did write) “ the finny subject [i e. subjects], 
of the sea.” — According to Boswell, “ Ai*e the blither" is eq^uivalent to “ Which 
are the blither" &c.: I believe that no such ellipsis was intended here, and 
that “Are” is a misprint (not, as I once supposed, for “ E’er,” but) for 
“ Aye," (Afterwards, p. 38, the old eds. have “ remaining" instead of 
^^aye-remaining,") 


P. 35. (112) “ coigns' 

The old eds. have “ Crignes.” 


P. 35. (113) “can” 

ITsually altered by the modern editors to “’gan wi’ongly: see note 90 on- 
Love's Labour's losty vol. ii. p. 248.— 1865. Mr. Grant White prints “ ’gan 
observing, “ The old copies ‘ can sound,’ which mere j^honographic iiTegularity 
of spelling I am sui-prised to find Dr. Richardson regarding as a variation in 
usage.” — Qy. is Mr. Grant White aware that the passages of our early poets 
where “ can" occurs are “ in number numberless”? 


P. 35 . (114) Their" 

Bo the copy of the quarto of 1609 in the British Museum ; which copy dif- 
fers in several readings from the other copies I have seen (alterations having 
been introduced as the edition was passing through the iness). — The subse- 
quent old eds. have “ then,” , 


P. 35. (115) “ hut fortune's mood" 

The correction of Bteevens (who cites from All's well that ends well, act v. 
sc. 2, “ mudded in fortune's mood "). — The old eds, have “ hut ioxtune mon’d” 
(and “ moon’d”). 


P. 36. (116) “ this feU storm" 

According to Mr. Collier (note ad t), “ all modem editors corrupt the ancient 
text of the quartos and folios to * fell storm’.” But so reads the copy of the 
quarto of 1609 in the British Mmseum (see note 114). — The other old eds. 
have “ selfe” instead of *^felL" 
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P. 86. (iso) “ Thou stormest venomously ; 

Wilt thou spit all thyself 

The old eds. have 

“ Then storme 'uenomo'usZ^, 

Wilt thou,''^ SzG . — 

Malone inints 

“ Thou storm, thou ! 

Wilt thouf* &c. 

which is bad enough ; and certainly not improved when altered by Mr, Knight 
and Mr. Collier to 

“ Thou storm, venomously 
Wilt thou” &c. 


P. 36. (isi) midwife” 

Steevens’s correction. — The old eds. have 


P, 36- (iss) travail!” 
The old eds. have “ trauayles.” 


P. 37- (iss) 

So Steevens, Mason, and Walker {Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 835), 
e have vse.” — Compare, in p. 45, Vie feathers white.”, 


P. 87. {1S4) ** the rudeliest welcome to this world” 

Here Malone altered ** loelcome” to welcom’d.” But Wilkins’s novel (see 
Introd. to this play, p. 3) has “ thou art as rudely welcome to the world,” &c. 


P. 87. {1S5) custom,” * 

Boswell’s correction, and an obvious one. — The old eds. have easterne. 
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P.39. (131) 

To tMs speecli is usually added 
ipl Mr. Collier) “sir.’’ 


Good morrow 

. id the modem editions (includxxtg both those 


old’^i. h&TO “hol4*^’ 


P. 38. (128) 


^ And aye-remaining^^ 


Malone’s emendation. — The old eds. have “ The o^yre-remayning lamjgasJ*^ (I 
may notice that Elorio in his Diet, renders “ Bternale'^ by “ aie-during.”) 

P. 38, (129) Bid Nestor hring me . 

. . and hid Nicander 

Bring me^' 

“Perhaps, ‘Bid Nestor /efc7i me,’ &c.” Walker’s Grit Exam, <fcc, vol. i. 

p. 286. 

P. 38. (130) coffer:^’ 

The old eds. hare “ CofSn,” ■which is retained by Mr. Knight, who observes, 
“ Coffin and coffer are words of the same original meaning. Subsefiuently 
[p. 43] Cerimon says to Thaisa, 

‘ Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 

Lay with you in your cq^er’.” 

But here at least (where Pericles is not speaking of the chest in which his 
queen was to be buried) I feel confident that the author wrote “ coffer ff 
and I strongly suspect that in the passage cited by Mr. Knight “ coffef' 
should be “ coffin,” since we find, p. 41, 

“ If e’er this coffin drive a-land,” <fcc. 

and, p. 71, 

“ I op’d the coffin,'^ Ssc, 


P. 37. (126) 

“ Therefore hriejiy yield her; for she must overhoard straight, 

Bex. As you think meet. — Most wretched queen P'‘ 

The old eds. have 

“ therefore briefly yeeld ^er [and “ /ier”] . 

Per. As you thinke meet; for she must oner [and “ o’re”] board 
straight ; 

Most wretched Queene.'*'^ 


P.38. (127) in the ooze 

The old eds. have “ in oare.” — The correction was made by Steevens (who 
compares “ my son V the ooze is bedded,” &c. Tempest, act iii. sc. 3). 
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P, 40. { 133 ) 

A modem insertion.—Ia tlie next line “ seems to be an intruder. 

P. 40. ( 134 ) . *^ treasure^\ 

SteeYens’s correction.— “ The old copies have ; but no .doubt a mis- 

print, the compositor having caught the commencement of the word from 
[‘pZease’ in] the next line.” CoLLiEB. 

P. 40. ( 135 ) To please the fool anddeathf^ Sso. 

^Ms not something lost ? Arrange nearly thus ; 

* To please the fool and death. 

2 Gent, Your honour has 

Through Ephesus pour’d forth your charity ; 

And hundreds call themselves your creatures, who 
By you have been restor’d ; and not your knowledge 

'■ [ ' ' 

] personal pain, but e’en your purse, stiH open, 

Hath built Lord Cerimon such strong renown 
As time shall never V&c.” 

Walker’s Grit, Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 335. (Walker, reading this speech only in 
the Farior. Shalcespearet did not know that the old eds. have ^^your x>ersonai 
pain.”) 

P. 40. ( 136 ) “ Such strong renown as time shall never raze:^ 

The quarto of 1609 has “ Such strong renowne as time shall neuei'^^ (a reading 
usually given in the modern editions, with a break after “ never as if the 
entrance of the Servants prevented the Gentleman from adding the one little 
word necessary to complete the sentence : — ^which word, it is quite plain, has 
been accidentally omitted in the first quarto).— The other old eds. have Such 
strong renowne as neuer shall decay.” — 1865. That the word omitted in the 
first quaiiio was “ raze^' is shown, I think, by the preceding “built.”— The 
Cambridge Editors (Globe Shahespeare) give a line compounded of the reading 
of the first quarto and of the sophistication of the later eds.; “ Sxich strong 
renoicn as time shall ne’er decay.” 

P. 40. { 137 ) “ Eid the sea toss upon our shore this chest 

The old eds. have “ tosse vp upon our shore &e. ; — but the same speaker 

presently says “ As tossed it iipon shore, 

P. 40. ( 13 S) 

“ *ris a good constraint of for time it belches upon usJ* 

Corrupted, — The modern emendation (which restores the metre, but not the- 

“ It is a good constraint of fortune ftlasii . . 

It belches upon us."** 
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P. 40 . (139) ^^'bitum'dP^ 

The old eels, have hottomd.” — ^We have abeady had “ calked and bitumed/* 
p. 38 . 

P, 40 . {140) With full bags of spiees 

The nsnal modern alteration, With bags of spices full !” is most lorohahly 
what the author wi’ote. 

P. 41 . (141) And yet the fire of life MndU again 

The o'erpress^d spirits, I heard of an Egyptian 
That had nine hours lien dead, 

Who was by good appliances recovered.'' 

So the old eds., except that in the last line they have “appliance.” — Mr. 
Collier observes, note ad L; “The words of the novel founded upon ‘Peri- 
cles’ show that this passage is corrupt, and that Cerimon means, that he has 
heard of an Egyptian who possessed the power of restoring those who had for 
nine hours lain in a state of apparent death. The words are ; ‘ I have read 
of some Egyptians, who after four houres death (if a man may call it so) have 
raised impoverished bodies, like to this, unto their former health’.” — The 
usual modern refiction of the passage is ; 

And yet the fire ^ of life Mndle again 
The OYer-pvesQQd. spirits. IhnYeheard 
Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead, 

By good appliance was 

P. 41 . (14a) and cloths.-^^^ 

Most x^robably “ and the 

P. 41 . (143) , “ The vioV^ 

The first quarto has “ The Viollp^ the other old eds. have “ The Viall hence 
it has been disxmted whether Cerimon is speaking here of a small bottle or 
of a musical instrument. Erom the context I think he means the latter. 

P. 41 . (144) nature awakes ; 

A warmth breathes out of her 

Mr. Collier says, note ad 1 ., “ Malone states that ‘ the old copies read — a 
warmth breath out of her.’ This should seem to he a mistake : the text is 
simply, ‘ nature awakes a warm breath out of her’,” ^ut the copy of the first 
quarto in the British Museum (see note 114) has distinctly ^^Nattire awakes 
a warmth breath out of herf^ which Steevens altered, and I believe rightly, 
m above. . . *• ■ 

^ P. 42 . {145) “ 0 , live, and make 

XJs weep to hear your fate, fair creature,''* 

The is a modem addition. Wadker, whose arrangement I follow here. 
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seems to be riglit in regarding “ creature^^ as a trisyllable : see Ms Crit. Exam, 
Szc. vol. ii. 20, 


P. 42. (146) “ Come, come 

Host probably “ Come, come ^ come.” 


P.42. (147) 

*\Your shafts of fortune, though, they hurt you mortally, 

Yet glance full wanderingly omis.'^ 

Steevens’s correction.— The old eds. bave 

“ Your shakes of fortune, though theyh&n\ [and “bannt” and “bate”] 
you mortally, 

YetglauncefullyRondixm^jonvsJ ''^ — 

“ Arrange ; 

‘Tbegods 
Make uj) tbe rest upon yon 1 

Cleon, Your shafts of fortune 

[Al]tbongh they hurt yon mortally, yet glance 
Full wand’ringly on ns. 

Dionyza, 0 yonr sweet queen !’ ” 

Walker’s Crit, Exajyi, &c. vol. iii. p. 336. 


P, 43. {148) “Ry bright Diana, whom we honour, all 

XJnscissar^d shall this hair of mine remain, 

Though I show ill 

The old eds. have 

by hright Diana, whom we honour, 

All vnsisterd shall this hay re [and “ shall Ms heyres”] of 
mine remayne, 

Though I sheio will m’i.” 

Here the modern editors wi'ongly point ; 

By bright Diana, whofTi we honour all, 

Unscissar^d,'* Sso., 

and retain the old corrnption “ shew will” (the original compositor having by 
mistake repeated the zed, though a passage towards the close of the play, p. 73, 
so clearly proves what Hie true reading is ; 

“ And now, 

This ornament 

Makes me look dismal will I clip to form,” <kc. — 

1865. “ XJmeissai'^d'^ is Steevens’s emendation. — The reading “ show ilV^ 
mine, and has been adopted by Mr. Collier in his second edition, by Mr. 
Staunton, by Mr. Grant White, and by the Cambridge Editors {Globe Shake- 
sjgeare), * . ■ \fc 
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P. 43. (149) “ Then give you up to the mash'd Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven," 

According to Steevens, “ the mash’d Neptune" means “ insidions waives that 
■wear a treacherous smile but would Oleon couple the insidious waves with 
the gentlest winds of heaven”? or would he, on such an occasion, allude 
at all to the insidiotisness of the waves ? — Is not the right reading, “ the vast 
Neptune"? Compare Timon of Athens, act v. sc. 4, “ Taught thee to make 
vast Neptune weep for aye,” &c.-~ -1865. Walker (Cnf, iSa;um. &c. vol. iii. 
p. 336) conjectures “ i/ze moist 


Lay icith you in your coffer : toMch are note' 
-The was added here by Malone. 


P.44. (151) 

Even on my eaning time; but whether there 
Deliver'd, by the holy gods, 

I cannot rightly say " 

The quartos have “ my learning time," &c., which was amended in the 

third folio to “ my eaning time," &c., the true word doubtless ; though 

Steevens asserted that eaning is a term applicable only to sheep,” and 

devised the ridiculous reading, ** - my yearning time," &c. — The second 

line ought perhaps to stand 

“ I was delivered, by the holy gods," &c. 

The modem reading is, 

Delivered OTt no, by the holy gods," &c. 


P. 44. (i 52) “ abide till" 

Most probably “ bide until.” 


P. 44. (153) there" 

The old eds. have “ther’s” and “there’s. 


P. 44. {154) “ music" 

The old eds. have “ musicks” and “ musickes.” 


P . 44, (155) “ Which makes her both the heart and place" 

The old eds. have “ Which makes hie [and “high”] both the art and place. 
Corrected by Steevens. ’ 


' And in thirmnd hath our Clem / ■ 
One daughter, and a wench full grown, 
Even ripe for rmrni^e-riu, ; this maid” 
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And in this hinde^ our Cleon hath 
One daughter and a fuU growne wench, 

Buen right [and “ n^e”] for marriage sight : this Maid.^^ 

The necessary transpositions were made hy Steevens. — He, Malone, and Mr. 
Knight agree in printing marriage fight;” which they explain ‘‘Cupid’s 
wars” and the “ combats of Venus” (though, if it meant any thing, it would 
mean ^^matrimonial guarreW^^). — Mr. Collier retains marriage sight,” Le. 
he says, “the sight of marriage, — a very clear reading he adds, however, 
that probably “ in the manuscript rite was spelt right and misprinted ‘ sighV 
which I hold for certain. — 1865. “Here I think we ought to read ^rites\^^ 
Walker’s Cni. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 837. — Mr. Collier in the second edition 
of his Shakesjpeare prints ‘ ‘ rite.” 

P.45. ( 157 ) 

The old eds. have “they.” 


P.45. ( 158 ) “weeZd” 

The old eds. have “ needle.” See note 59 on A Midsummer-NighVs Dream,. 

P. 45. (i 59 ) “ night-Mrd^* 

The old eds. have “ bed.” 

P. 45. ( 160 ) “ With the dove of Paphos might the crov>^^ 

Mason’s correction.— The old eds. have “ The Done of Paphos might with-' 
the crow P 

P. 45. ( 161 ) murderer^^ 

Walker (Crit, Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 201) would read “ murder.” 

P. 45. (i 6 a) carnf^ 

The old eds. have “ carried” (the Ms. perhaps having had “ carrie’% ‘ 

P. 46. ( 163 ) Let not conscience. 

Which is hut cold, inflaming love in thy bosom. 

Inflame too nicely 

The old eds. (giving this speech, and nearly the whole of the present scene, 
as prose) have “ let not conscience, which is hut cold, in flaming, thy lone 
Sosome” [and “ inflaming thy love bosome”], &c-. — The passage is evidently 
so mutilated as to defy any satisfactory restoration. (“ The sentiment ori- 
ginally expressed,” says Malone, “ probably was this : * Let not conscience, 
which is but a cold monitor’,” &c. — “ Let not conscience,” says Steevens,., 
“which in itself is of a cold nature,” &c. — Conscience a cold monitor* 
and of a cold nature /) — 1865. Mr. Collier conjectures “ infusing love in: thy 
bosom,” and prints “ Inform Joo ^ 
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P.46. (164) ''B:ere 

She comes wee;ping for her only mistress' death . — ” 

Corrupted. — Percy conjectured Here comes slie weeping for her old nurse’s 
death :'' wMcli has been further amended to 

^\Here 

Weeping she comes for he?’ old nurse’s death." — 

1865. “ Perhaps we should arrange and write ; 

‘ but be 

A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. rU do’t, but yet 

She is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then 

The gods above should have her. — Here she comes weeping 
Eor her old nurse's death. — Thou art resolv’d? 

Leon. I am resolv’d.’ ” 

Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 837. 

P.46. (165) “Wo,” 

Walker [Crit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 145) reads “ i^o, no.” 

P. 46, (166) “ heep alone 

Mr. Collier observes, note ad l„ “Malone tells us that the earliest copies read 
keep for ‘ weep.’ Such is not the case with the quarto 1609, the property of 
the Duke of Devonshire, which, like all the subsequent impressions, has ^weep 
alone’.” — The copy of the first quarto in the British Museum (see note 1 14) 
has “ keep alone." 

P. 46. (167) “ Come, 

Give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it." 

' More corruption. — This has been altered to 

' “ Come, come. 

Give me your wreath oi flowers, ere the sea mar it." 
and more recently by Mr. Knight to 

“ Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar them.” — 

1865, “ I think we should arrange and read ; 

‘ Come, give me 

Your wreath of fiowers, ere the sun[?J mar't : wslk forth 
With Leonine ; the air is quick there, and 
Pierces and sharps the stomach. Come ; Leonine, 

Take her by th’ hand, walk with her. 

No, I pray you,’ (fee.” 

Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 112 ; 
cites examples of the verb eharp from Sackville, Spenser, &c. 
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P.47. (168) reserve^' * 

Walker {Grit, Exam, &c. Yol. ii. p. 239) would read “preserve.” — “To feserve 
is kere to guard, to preserve carefully. So in Skakespeare’s 32d Sonnet ; 

‘ Beserve tkem for my love, not for tlieir rkyme.’ ” Malone. 


P. 47 . (169) ‘‘said,” 

Tlie old eds. kave “ ses” and “ saitli.” 

P. 47. (170) “His hingly hands, haling ropes;” 

Amended ky Malone to “ His hingly hands witk hauling of tke ropes,'’ 

P. 47. (171) “ F 7 wn stem to stern 

Malone’s correction.—Tke old eds. kave “ sterne to sterne.” 

P. 48. (172) * 

“ Wherein my death might yield her any p 7 *oJit, 

Or my life imply her any danger 

Tke iisnal modern reading, and probably nearly the right one, is, 

“ Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger ?” 

P. 49. (173) “ and with” 

“ Old copies, ‘ and they with,’ Ssg. The word ‘ they^ was evidently repeated 
by the carelessness of the compositor.” Malone. 

P. 49. (174) “ they're too” 

The old eds. have “tker’s [and “there’s”] two,” 

P.50. (175) “tlwough” 

Usually altered by the modern editors to thorough but the sense is tke 
same witk either form of the word. 

P. 50. (176) “ I camiot he hated,” &c. 

^ ‘ This speech should seem to suit the Pirate, However, it may belong to 
Boult : — I cannot get them to hate me one doit of a thousand pieces.” Ma- 
lone. — The preceding speech proves that Boult is the speaker here : but gy, 
“ It cannot he hated,” <^c. *? 
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P.53. {178) thy fact 

Tlie old eas. liave ^^thy face;’* wMcli Mr. Collier and Mr. KnigM retain. — 
The nsnal modem reading (Mason’s) is “ thy feat.” But here surely “ face” 
is an error for 

‘‘ and a fouler /uci 
Bid never traitor in the land commit.” 

See. Fart of Henry VI. act i. sc. 3. 

“damnM/uct” Macbeth^ act iii. sc. 6.— 

1865. Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shahes^yeare adopts my correc- 
tion, “ /act” 

P. 53. (179} pious innocent 

‘‘It stands ^impious innocent’ in the quarto 1609, and all the later impres- 
sions omit the incongruous epithet. Monch Mason proposed to read ^ pious 
innocent,’ and Ms conjectui’e is fully confirmed by Wilkins’ novel [see Introd. 
to this play, p. 3] ; for there Bionyza says to her husband, ‘ If such a pious 
innocent as yourselfe do not reveaie it unto him’.” Collier. 


P, 53. {180) his prime consent^'^ 

The quarto of 1609 has “ his prince consent the other old eds. have “ his 
whole comenV ^ — The usual modern reading (Steevens’s) is “ Tiis pre-co?^-. 
cent” — 1865. The Cambridge Editors {Globe Shahespeare) adopt my emen- 
dation, prime F 

P.53. (181) sources. 

The old eds. have “ courses which the modern editors do not even ques- 
tion. (In AlVs well that ends well, act ii. sc. 1, we find 

“ great floods have /own 
Erom simple sources,^* &c.). — 

I860. The Cambridge Editors {Globe Shakespeare) adopt my emendation, 
“ sources and Mr. Collier now queries il it be not the right reading. 

P. 53. (182) “now,” 

Added by Walker {Grit. Exam. &e, vol. ii. p. 263), who justly observes that 
the logic of the passage, as well as the rhythm, requires it. 

P. 53. (183) “ She did distain my child, 

The old eds. have “ disdaine my childe 7” which the modern editors 

retain, though Steevens had suggested the true reading, — though Marina is 
so far from disdaining any one that she is represented as meekness itself, — 
though our old writers so frequently use distain in the sense (absolutely re- 
'’quired here) of sullying by contrast, — and though in the Induction to this 
act Gower has said, 


“ Marina gets 
AH praises, wMch are paid as debts, 


1 


kotes.] PEEICLES. 101 • 

And not as given. TMs so darhs 
In Piiiloten aU graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife,” &c. — 

1865. The editions oi Shakespeare published since the appearance of this 
note have the reading distainjy 

P, 53. (1*84) our sole daughter, 

The old eds. have “yom* sole daughter'^ (inconsequence of “ 2 /omj* child” in 
the line hut one above). — Corrected hy Walker, Grit, Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 9. 

P. 54. (185) 

And as for Pericles, 

What should he say ? We wept after her hearse. 

And yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish' d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express'^ 

In the third line the modern reading (which Mr. CoHier silently adopts) 
is “ And even yet we mourn," &c.— The quarto of 1619 alters ** epitaphs" to 
“ epitaph” (but in Much Ado about Nothing, act iv. sc. 1, the Priar, speaking 
of Hero, says, 

“ Let her awhUe he secretly kept in, 

And puhhsh it that she is dead indeed; 

Maintain a mourning ostentation, 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs," &o.).— 

The third folio (giving, like the other old eds., this speech in prose) has 
“And as for Pericles, what should he say? 

We wept after her hearse, ahdyet we mourn: 

Iler monxument almost finished, and her 
In glittering,"' &o. 

P. 54. (186) “ talons," 

The old eds. have “ talents “ talent” heiug an old form of ** talon com- 
pare Love's Labour's lost, act iv. sc. 2, where it is absolutely necessary to 
retain that form on account of the quibble ; “If a talent be a claw, look 
how he claws him with a talent," In the present passage, however, it is 
better to print, with the modem editors, talons," 

P. 54. (187) 

“ You are like one that superstitiously 
Both swear to the gods that winter Mils the flies : 

But yet I Miow you'll do as I advise," 

“ If ere the rhyme is out of place. We should read and arrange, I imagine ; 

* You are like one 

That superstitiously doth swear to th’ gods 
That winter Mils the flies ; hut yet, I know, 

You’ll do as I advise you,' " ' 

Walker’s Crii, Exam* Afc. voL iii, p. 338. 
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P. 54. (i88) “ 2/owr” 

The old eds. have “ our.” 

P.54. (189) ^H'thegaps'^ 

The quarto of 1609 has “with gappes the other* old eds. substitute “in’^ 
for “with,” 

P. 54. (190) “ Old JSscanes, whom Belicanus late 

Advanced in thne to great and high estate, 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 

Old Belicanus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships'^ 

So Steevens. — The old eds. have 

“ Old Helicanus goes along behind, 

Is. left to gouerne it, you beare in mind. 

Old Escenes, whom Hellicanus late 
Aduancde in time to gi*eat and hie estate. 

Well sayling ships'^ 

Here Walker {Crit. Exam. cSrc. vol. i. p. 308) conjectures “ Advanc'd in Tyre 
io,” &c., and “ Good Belicanus goes,'^ &c. 

P. 54. (191) “Ms” 

The old eds. have “ this.” 

P. 54. (192) *^g7'owon—^' 

So Malone. — The old eds. have “ grone.” 

P. 55, (193) Thetis, being proud,'' 

“ Every old copy,” says Mr. Collier, “ corruptly reads * That is being proud.’ ” 
Hot so : the copy of the quarto of 1609 in the British Museum (see note 1 14) 
has the true reading. 

P, 55. (194) scene" 

The old eds. have “ steare.” (Mr. Knight substitutes “ tears without any 
regard to the sense.) 

P. 57. (195) “ the deed of darkness,'^ 

Bo the quarto of 1630.— -The other old eds. have “ the deedes [and “ deeds”! 
0/,” &c. 

57. (196) “Boult, Eorjksh and blood, sir," <Src. 

Mr. Grant White assigns this speech and the nest hut one to “ Bawd." 
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P. 57. (197) a number to be chaste 

Mr. Collier prints (wliat cannot possibly be right) “ a number of the chaste^ 
— Walher {Crit. Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 200 ) proposes “ a innrderer to he chaste.'* 

P. 58 . (198) “ Go thy loays." 

These words are only in the quarto of 1609 . — Malone made them the com- 
mencement of the next speech. — Steevens observes that they “ may signify 
only ‘ Go back again and might have been addressed by the Bawd to 
Marina, who had offered to quit the room with her.” (The Bawd, p. 52 , 
says to Marina, Come your ways,” &c.) 

P. 58 . (199) “ Why, I cannot nameH but I shall offend." 

So the thii*d folio.-— The earlier eds. have “ Why, I cannot name but," &c.-— 
Steevens reads ‘‘ What I cannot name but I shall offend," 

P. 58 . (aoo) aloof* 

The old eds. have “ aloft.” 

P. 59.(201) "She" 

The old eds. have ** He ” 

P. 60 . (202) " Do any thing but this thou doest, Bmjoty 
Would own a name too dear," 

Walker {Grit, Exam, Szc, vol. ii. p. 27 ) proposes to read and arrange as 
iollows> ■ ■ 

“Do any thing 

But this thou dost. Empty old receptacles, 

Or common sewers, of filth; serve by indenture 
To th* common hangman : any of these ways 
Are better yet than this ; for that which thou 
Professes t here, a baboon, could he speak. 

Would oion a name too dear." 

P. 61 . (203) “ Would safely from this palace deliver me / — ” 

Thq old eds. have “ Would safely deliuer me from this place.” 

P. 61 . (204) “ would gain by me," 

The modern reading is would gain aught by me;" whioh at least restores 
the metre. 
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P. 61. (ao6) “neeld” 

See note 158 . 

P.61. ( 207 ) 

The old eds. have ‘‘ Twine.” 

P.62. ( 208 ) 

“ Where we left hnn, on the sea. We there Mm lost : 

Whence i driven before the winds, he is arriv'd" 

So Malone. — The quarto of 1609 has 

“ Where wee left Mm on the Sea, wee there Mm left, 

Where driuen before thewindes, he is arriude" 

The second quarto and aH the snhseqnent old eds. have 

“ Where we left Mm at sea, tnmhlqd and tost, 

And driuen before the winde, he is arriude," 

P.62. ( 209 ) “Mia” 

Walker [Crit, Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 229) would read “ Her,” — rightly perhaps : 
hnt see note 83 . 

P. 62. ( 210 ) “ III your supposing once more put your sight 

Of heavy Pericles; think this Ms bark:" 

So all the old eds., except the thhd folio, which has “ On heavy Pericles," 
&c. : hut here the “ Of' of the earlier eds. is (as in some other passages of 
these plays) equivalent to “ On ;” and the meaning is, — “ In your imagina- 
tion once more fix your eyes on heavy Pericles,” &c. — The usual modem 
alteration is, 

In your supposing once more put your sight; 

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark," 

P. 62. ( 21 1 ) “ Where is Lord Eelicane ?" 

The quai-to of 1609 has “ Where is Lord Helicanus The other old eds. 
have “ Where is the Lord Hellicanus?” — Compare, p. 31, “ Lord Eelicane," 

P.62. ( 212 ) 

“ Gentlemen, there some of worth would come aboard : 

I pray ye, greet them fairly," 

iffhe quarto of 1009 alone has greetlaoxn fairely which Mr. Collier retains, 
understanding “ some of worth" in the preceding line to mean “ some person 
of wojfh hut the reading of the later old eds. is the more natural one : — 
Lysimachus comes accompanied by has Lords (as is proved hythe prefix 
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Lord,^’ to one of tlie speeclies in this scene). — ^Here Mr. Knight nnscrnpu- 
lonsly prints “ some one of worth . . . him fairly,^'— IS65. Mr. Collier in 
the second edition of his Shakes;peare prints “ Greet them fairly. 


P. 63, ( 213 ) “sir,” 

Not in the old eds. 

P.63, ( 214 ) what is your place? 

Of this place you lie teforej^ 

This repetition of the word place'’ is noticed as suspicions hy Walker, Grit. 
Exam. SsG. Yol. i. p, BOS, 

P. 63- ( 215 ) “ Kwt the main grief springs from the loss’’ 

Corrupted. — Most modern editors (even Mr. Collier) silently print But the 
main grief of aU springs^” &c. 

P. 63. ( 226 ) night,” 

The old eds. have “ wight.” 

P. 63. ( 217 ) deafen’d parts” 

Mr. Collier is mistaken in saying that “the old copies aU reskdu ^ defended 
parts" — the copy of the quarto of 1609 in the British Museum (see note 1 14 ) 
has “ defend parts ” — 1865. Steevens conjectures “ deafen’d ports,” i e, gates, 
doors of hearing. 

P. 64. ( 218 ) “ She is all happy as the fairest of all. 

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon” 

In the second line the old eds. omit with” and “ is ,” — Steevens printed 
“ She, all as happy as of ail the fairest, 

Is, with her fellow maidens, now upon,” 

P. 64. ( 219 ) all’s” 

The old eds. have “ all.” 

P. 64. ( 220 ) “ beseech you” 

The modern reading is “ yoii further.” 

P. 64. { 221 ) gods” 

''-''y : ' ' y'y’'^"'i'[y'''y 

The old eds. have “God;” which the modem editors retain. But (though 
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Simonides, p. 34, uses tlie common expression, “ God give you joy !” and 
again, p. 37, the Sailor says, “ God save yon !”) there are numerous passages 
in the play which prove that here the old eds. are in error. — 1865. Mr. Staunton 
and the Cambridge Editors [Globe Shakespeare) print ^‘gods.'^’ — “Certainly 
‘^ods’.” Walker’s Cnf. Exftju. &c. vol. iii. p. 225. 

P.64. ( 222 ) 

The old eds. have “ indict which, though the modem editors retain it, I 
believe to be one of the host of errors which vitiate the text of this unfor- 
tunate drama. — 1865. Mr, Collier in the second edition of his Shakespeare and 
the Cambridge Editors [Globe Shakespeare) print — “ For 

read with Byce ‘ ajlicf.'” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 225. 

Here, in his second edition, Mr. Collier takes occasion to observe that 
“ in ‘ Ho Wit, no Help like a Woman’s’ (Dyce’s Middleton, vol. v. p. 97), Mr. 
Byce most unaccountably prints ‘fection’ (which he pleases to construe 
affection, although the word was never before so spelt or printed) for fiction , 
elaborately defending the absm’dity, we must call it, in a note. Mr. Byce 
ought, therefore, to be a most forbearing, instead of a most eager censurer 
of the lapses of other people.” 

Ho, no ; “ the absurdity” lies, not in my having printed “ fiection,^^ but in 
Mr. Collier’s confidently asserting that it should be altered to “ fiction.” The 
passage of Middleton stands in my edition thus ; 

“ L. Tioi. Here, take her then, and set thine arms a-work ; 

There needs no fiection, %B indeed thy sister.” 

and the note on it is, 

“ ’/ccfiou] So old ed., — a contraction of affection, i. e. afiectation.” 

Will any body, except Mr. Collier, doubt that the “ fiection^^ of the old copy 
was intended for the abbreviation of “ affectioyV^ ? and Mr. Collier has himself 
observed (vol. v. p. 524) that “ ‘ affection* was used by Shakespeare and other 
writers for * affectation’.” The meaning of the passage is ; “ Here, take her 
then, and embrace her heartily; and you may do so with unaffected warmth, 
for she is indeed thy sister.” 

P. 64. ( 223 ) “ presence 

The old eds. have “ present ?” 

P. 64. ( 224 ) “ She'‘s such a one^*'* &c. 

The modern alteration is ; 

** She's such, that, were I well assured she came 
Of gentle kind and noble stock, Vd wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed*^ 
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P. 64. (226) tliy p'osperous-artificial feaV'‘ 

Tlie old eds. haTe prosperous and artificiall fate.” — Percy suggested 
“/efli.”— We owe prosperous-artijiciaV'^ to Steevens ; wlio observes, “ Our 
author has many compound epithets of the same kind ; for instance, ‘ dismal- 
fatal,’ ‘ mortal- staring,’ ‘ childish-foolish,’ ‘ senseless-obstinate,’ &c,, in all of 
which the first adjective is adverbially used.”— Walker [Orit, Exam, &c. vol. i. 
p. 96) adopts Steeyens’s correction, explaining it, “ the successful exertion of 
thy art 


P. 64. (227) My utmost sJcillin Ms recovery y 
Provided 

That none Init I and my companion maid 
Be suffer'd to come near him." 

The modern amended text (given silently by Mr. Collier) is, 

“ My utmost sJcill in Ms recovery, 

Provided none hut I and my companion 
Be suffer'd to coine near him ." — 

Walker {Grit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 212) proposes, 

“ 3Iy utmost shill m his recure, provided 
That none hut I and my companion maid 
Be suffer'd to come near him ." — 

I doubt, however, if there be any corruption in the recovery which, 

be it observed, occurs a few speeches earlier; 

“ yet nothing we’ll omit 
That bears recovery ’5 name.” 


P. 65. (22S) “ [klarina sings.” 

In the printed copies of early dramas the songs are frequently omitted ; and 
here the old eds. have merely a stage-direction, The Song ." — ^In Wilkins’s 
novel founded on the present play (to which see Introd. p. 3) Marina sings 
he following song ; 

“ Amongst the harlots foule I walke. 

Yet harlot none am I : 

The rose amongst the thornes doth grow, 

And is not hurt thereby. 

The thief e that stole me, sure I thinke, 

Is slaine before this time. 

A hawde me bought, yet am I not 
Befilde by fleshly crime. 

Nothing were pleasanter to me 
Then parents mine to know : 

I am the issue of a king ; ^ 

My blood from kings dooth flow. 

In time the heauens may mend my state, 

And send a better day ; 
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Eor sorrow addes vnto our giiefes, 

And helps not any way. 

Shew gladnesse in your conntenaunce, 

Cast vp your cheerefuU eies : 

That G-od remaines that once of nought 
Created earth and sides.” 

This song, with the exception of a couplet at the end, agrees nearly with the 
song translated from the Gesta Bomanorum by Twine in his Patterne of 
Painefull Aduentures, &c., on which the present play is mainly founded. 

P. 65 . (22.9) 

“ I do think so . — Pray you, turn your eyes u^on meP 
The usual modern alteration (which Mr. Collier silently adopts) is, 

I do think so, 

1 pray you, turn your eyes Q-gom u^onmeP 

P. 65 . (230) “ What countrywoman I 

Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores 

Lord Charlemont’s correction, — The old eds. have 

“ what Countrey-womm heare of these shewes ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shewes.” 

P. 65 . {231) Pm great with woe, SsQ. 

The flow is not Shakespeare’s. Qu. ; 

‘I am great with woe, 

And shall deliver weeping. My dear’st wife 
[Methinks?] was like this maid, and such a (an) one 
My daughter might have been.’ 

‘ Peafsf for * dearesV is frequent (perhaps the more frequent of the two) in 
Shakespeare.” Walker’s Cni. &c. Tol. iii. p. 338 , 

P. 66. (232) ** Jy I should tell my history, it would seem 
hike lies disdain'd in the reporting P 
The author’s text was perhaps sometMng like this ; 

If I should tell 

My history, Hwould seem to you like lies 
Disdain'd m the reportingP 

P. 66. (233) say,"" 

The old eds. have ** stay,” 

P. 66. (234) “How lost thou them? Thy namef 
So MSone. — The old eds. have “ how lost thou thy nameP 
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P. 67. (235) “ The name,^^ &c. 

“ We should perhaps arrange ; 

‘ The name was given me 
By one that had some power ; 

My father and a king 

i,e. that had some right to name me, I think.” Walker’s Orit. Mxam* (fee. 
vol. hi. p. 339. 

P. 67. (236) 

Have you a worhing pulse ? and m'e no fairy ? 

Motion I — Well ; speah on.” 

The various punctuation of the old eds. is, 

and are no Fairie ? 

Motion well, speahe on.” 

and are no Fairy t 

Motion well speaJee on.^^ 

“ and are no Faii'y ? 

Motion ? well, speah on, ” 

Steevens reads, 

“ No motion .^” (fee. 

i. e, “ no puppet dressed up to deceive me Mr. Knight adopts Mason’s con- 
jecture, 

“ Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy-motion ? 

Well; speak 071 
and Mr. Collier ^ves. 

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy 
Motion? Well; speak 071 ,^^ — 

But all the commentators, I believe, have misunderstood the passage. Mo- 
tion /” is the exclamation of Pericles, after he has felt Marina’s pulse, and 
has ascertained hy its heating that she really is a creature of flesh and 
Wood. — 1865. The Cambridge Editors {Glohe Shakespeare) adopt my punc- 
tuation. 

P. 67. (237) ^^very'^ 

Which, no doubt, the author wrote, was added by Malone. 

P. 67. (238) “ daughtefs^' 

The old eds. have daughter.” 

P. 67. (239) “ YouHl scarce believe me;” 

The old eds. have “ You scorne, beleeue me.” — ** The reply of Pericles I. will 
believe you by the syllable,* <fec.] induces me to think the author wrote 
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‘ YouHl scarce believe me.’ Pericles bad expressed no scorn in tbe preceding 
speech; but, on the contrary, great complacency and attention . . . . The 
false prints in this play are so numerous, that the greatest latitude must be 
allowed to conjecture.” Malone. 

P. 68. (240) “ would never'^ 

The old eds. have “ neuer would.” 

P. 68. (241) 

“ Thou hast been godlike perfect ^ — 

The heir of kingdoms, and another like 
To Pericles thy father. 

A passage apiJarently mutilated. — ^Malone prints 

“ Thou hast been godlike perfect, — the heir of kingdoms, 

And 2imoi\er like to Pericles thy father ,'^ — 

Mason conjectures 

“ Thoxi hast been godlike perfect, — thou’rt heir of kingdoms, 

And another life to Pericles thy father.'^ 

(and the alteration of “ like^^ to “ life” may be right ; in his preceding speech 
Pericles adcliesses Marina as 

“ Thou that begett’st him that did thee beget 

and afterwards, — see note 245, — the old eds. have, by mistake, “like” for 
“ — Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shakespeare gives 

“ Thou hast been godlike perfect) thou heir of kingdoms, 

And another YIq to Pericles, thy father.'*^ 


P. 69 . (242) “ 

A modern addition, — the word having as certainly been omitted here by mis- 
take as in p. 63 : see note 213. — In the last line but one of this speech thie old 
eds. have the misprint “ doat” and “ dote” for “ doubV^ 

P. 69 . (243) “ My lord, 1 hear. [Music.” . ' 

The old eds. have “Musicke my Lord, I heare.^^ But in this speech, as in 
an earlier one (see note 5), “ Musicke” is a stage -direction crept into the text. 
The author evidently intended that the Music (a prelude to the appearance 
of Diana), which had already been ringing in the ears of Pericles, should now 
ne heard by the audience, though those, on the stage with Pericles were sup- 
posed not to hear it, (The usual modem reading is strange enough ; 

“Music? My lord, I hear— •”) 
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P. 69 . (244) “ Well, imj companion friends,''^ 

Malone would read “ Well, my companion iviend,*^ maMng this a speech of 
Marina to her female companion ; or else, retaining the old text here with 
the prefix If arwia, he would read in a former speech, p. 64 , “ m?/ companion 
maids,” — since we have been told, ibid., that Marina was “ with her fellow 
maids,'" &c. 

P. 69 . (245) “ to the life." 

The old eds. have “ to the like;” which Mr. Knight retains ! and which Mr. 
Collier (though he prints “Zi/c”) says “ was most prohahly an error of the 
press;” as if there could be any doubt of it, a rhyme being required to 
“wife.” — The earlier part of this speech is mutilated; the whole having been 
originally in rhyme. 

P. 69 . (246) “ Or perform my lidding, or thou Wst in woe; 

Do it, and happy ; by my silver low ! 

Awake, and tell thy di'eam." 

In the first line the usual modern reading is “ D^rfoiin my lidding," — ^rightly 
perhaps ; in the second, “ Do't, and he happy ," — quite wrong, for the context 
shows that and happy" is equivalent to “and thou liv’st happy." — Mr. 
Knight’s punctuation, 

“ ly my silver low 
Atoake, and tell thy dream," 

destroys all meaning, Diana declares, “&?/ her silver i&otc',” that Pericles 
shall be either wretched or hai^py, as he disobeys or obeys her bidding. 

P. 70 , (247) “m'Z.” 

So Malone. — The old eds. have “ sleight.” 

P. 70 . (248) “ then dumb." 

Bowe printed “ then done.” — “ There are many as imperfect rhymes in this 
j)lay [and in the much earlier writers who are imitated in Gower’s speeches] 
as that of the present couplet. So, in a former chorus, moons and dooms. 
Again, at the end of this, soon and doom." Malone. And see notes 56, 58. 

P. 70 . (249) “ This^my last loon, give me , — 

^ . Dor snch kindness must relieve me," 

Steevens reads This, as my last," &c.; an addition which, as he himself 
confesses, only partially assists the metre. (What the author wrote was per- 
haps not unlike “ This, my last loon, deign to give me.") 

■ , P. 70 . (250) “ What pageantry, what feats, what shows," 

Here Walker {Crit. Exam. Ssg. vol, iii. p, 339 ) bids us feats" to ** feasts 

but feats" seems to stand between pageantry" and with more 

propriety than “ feasts” would do. • 
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P. 71. (251) “ Is ly your fancies^ thankful doom:‘‘ 

So the old eds.— The modem editors alter fancies' ” to “fancy’s.”—” The 
old grammar requires ^ fancies' persons spoken of being plural.” Walker’s 
Crit, Mxam,. &c. yoI. ii. p. 101. Compare “ fine fancies," p. 34.— Steevens, 
for the rhyme, gives “boon,” and cites in support of the change the third 
line of this speech : see, however, note 24S- 


P. 71. (252) At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa." 

Usually altered by the modern editors to “ The fair Thaisa at Pentapolis.” 


P.71. (253) ^^who," 

With the exception of the fourth folio, the old eds. have “ whom which as 
a nominative is much less endurable in a modern edition than “ who" (see the 
next line but one) as an accusative. 

P.71. (254) ^‘nun?" 

So Mr. Collier. — The first quarto has “ mum the later eds. have “ woman.” 
—To show that “mum” is a misprint for “mm,” Mr. Grant White quotes 
from Wilkins’ tale [see Introd. to the present play, p. 3] ; “ Hauing thus left 
the recouered Thaysa amongst the holy Nunnes in the Temple of Diana at 
Ephesus,” d:c. chap. viii. ; “ for in this temple was she [Thaysaj placed to be 
a Nunne," &c. chap. xi. : and he also adduces passages from Twine’s Patterne 
of Painefull Aduentures, &c. to the same effect. 

P.71. (255) “m” 

Malone substituted “ one,”— rightly perhaps. 

P. 73. (256) this is the man," 

So Walker {Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 339), whose correction undoubtedly 
restores the true reading. — The old eds. have “ this man." 

P. 73. (257) “ Pure Pian," &c. 

A speech so corrupted^that it admits of no tolerable arrangement. — follow 
here the quarto of 1609, except that in the first line I have added the pronoun 
“ I.” — The usual modern refiction is ; 

“ Pwrc Diana, 

I hless thee for thy vision, and [so the sec. quarto] will offer 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-hetrothed of your daughter 
^ Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now 

This ornament, that [so the sec. quarto] makes me look so dismal, 
Will I, my lov’d Marina, clip to form," Sso. 
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P. 73. (258) ^^^reserv^df^ 

The old eds. have “ preferd.” 

P. 74. (259) 

So the third folio.-— The earlier eds. have ** the.” 

P. 74. {260) “ the eitif* 

Is here used for the collective hody of the citizens,''^ I^Ialone. 

P. 74. (261) ^^them,--'’^ 

Added by Malone, and required both for sense and metre. 
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THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


The title-page of tLe original edition runs as follows ; 

The T%oo Noble Kinsmen : Presented at the Blachfriers by the Kings 
Maiesties servants, loith great applause : Written by the memorable Worthies 
of their time ; 

j Mr. John Fletcher, and 1 Qcnt 
^ Mr. William Shahspeare. J 

Frinted at London by Tho. Cotes, for John Waterson: and are to be sold at 
the signe of the Crowne in Pauls Church-yard. 1634. 4to. 

It is printed also in the folios of Shakespeare, 1664 and 1685, and in the 
folio of Beanmont and Fletcher, 1679. 

The story of this tragedy (as the Prologue states) is derived from the 
well-known Knightes Tale of Chaucer, which is founded on the Teseide of 
Boccaccio.* 

Though perfectly convinced that portions of The Two Noble Kinsmen are 
from Shakespeare’s pen, I did not oiiginally intend that it should he inseided 
in the present edition ; hut I now reprint it in deference to the opinion of 
more than one literary friend, who think that the works of the great drama- 
tist can hardly he considered as complete without it.— -Both Coleridge and 
Walker have unhesitatingly expressed their belief that Shakespeare was con- 
cerned in the composition of this play. The former says ; “ I have no douht 
whatever that the jSrst act and the first scene of the second act oiThe Two 
Noble Kinsmen are Shakespeare’s” (Table-Talk, vol. ii. p. 119, ed. 1835; 
where the reporter of Coleridge’s conversation has made a mistake, the first 
scene of the second act” being manifestly Fletcher’s). The latter observes 
that “ the whole [of the first] act bears indisputable marks of Shakespeare’s 
hand” (Crit. Exam. &o. vol. i. p. 227) ; that in the first scene of that act we 
have “ surely aut Shakespearius aut diabolusW (Id. vol. ii. p. 75) ; and tha 
the first scene of the fifth act “ surely is Shakespeare’s also” (Id. vol. i. 
p. 227). See, too, the elaborate Letter on Shakespeare's Authorship of the 
Two Noble Kinsmen by a very acute critic, Mr. Spalding ; who declares that 
**the whole of the first act may be safely pronounced to be Shakespeare’s,” — 
that “in the second act no part seems to have been taken by Shakespeare,” 
— that “ nothing in the third act can with confidence be attributed to Shake- 
speare, except the first scene,”— that “the fom-th act may safely be pxp- 
nounced wholly Fletcher’s,”— that “ in the fidth act we again feel the presence 
of the master of the spell. Several passages in this portion are marked by 
as striking tokens of his art as any thing which we read in Macbith or 
Coriolanus. The whole act, a very long one, may be boldly attributed to ^ 

Bverv lover of Italifm poetry must regret that there is no good critical edition of the 
Tese^. Kow that Mr. Panizzi has resigned the office which he has so long an d so ably filled 
could he employ his leisure more pleasantly to himself or more usefully to the public than in 
tndiSsto f Boccaccio what he did in former years for the of Bojardo 
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Mm, with the exception of one episodical scene.”* For my own part, I be- 
lieve that Shakespeare wrote all those portions of the play which Mr. Si^alding 
assigns to Mm, though I conceive that in some places they may have been 
altered and interpolated by Fletcher. — I must now be allowed to quote from 

Account of the Lives and Writings of Beaumont and Fletcher, which is 
prefixed to my edition of their works ; ‘‘ The tale of Chaucer on which The 
Two Nolle Kinsmen is founded, had been dramatised at a much earlier period. 
A play called Palamon and Arcytej (by Eichard Edwards) was performed be- 
fore Queen Elizabeth in the hall of Christ-Ohurch, Oxford, in 1566 ; and we 
learn from Henslowe’s Diary that a piece entitled Palamon and Arsett was 
acted several times at the Newington theatre in 1594.j: Mr. Collier conjec- 
tures that the last-mentioned piece may have been a rifacimento of Edwards’s 
play, and that in 1594 Shakespeai^e may have introduced into Palamon and 
Arsett those alterations and additions wMch afterwards * were employed by 
Fletcher in the play as it was printed in 16S4.’§ But I suspect that the Pala- 
mon and Arsett of 1594 was a distinct piece from the academical drama of 
1566; and I cannot persuade myself that the ‘Shakespearian’ portions of 
The Ttco Noble Kinsmen were composed so early as 1594, — stamped as they 
every where are with the manner of Shakespeare’s later years.” p. Ixxxv. I 
feel assured, however, that they existed before Fletcher contributed any 
thing to the play; in other words, that the two poets did not work on it 
simultaneously. Fletcher’s contributions “include the distraction of the 
Gaoler’s Daughter, which in some points is a direct plagiarism of Ophelia’s 
madness in Hamlet; and it is highly improbable that, if the two dramatists 
had worked together on the tragedy, Fletcher would have ventui-ed to make 
so fi*ee with the poetical property of Shakespeare : indeed, I fully assent to 
the truth of Mr. Knight’s remark, that ‘ the underplot, the love of the Gaoler’s 
Daughter for Palamon, her agency in his escape from prison, her subsequent 
madness, and her unnatural and revolting union with one who is her lover 
under these cii’cumstances, — ^is of a nature not to be conceived by Shake- 
speare, and further not to bo tolerated in any work with which he was con- 
cerned.’ ” p. Ixxxvi. Fletcher died in August 1625 : hut how long |)revious 
to the close of his career he was emidoyed on The Tioo Noble Kinsmen, we 
are unable to determine : nor are we less uncertain at what date it was origin- 
ally brought upon the stage. 

i, <?., accorcJiug' to tlie present edition, the second scene of act five. Mr. Spalding (follow- 
ing ^yel'cr’s diTision of scenes) mentions it as scene 4. 

t This piece has perishc-d. Weber, Spalding, and others (deceived by that arch-inventor 
of editions, Chetwood) mention it as having been printed in 1585. 

$ Henslowo's Diary, pp. 41, 43, 44, ed. Shake. Soc. 


§ Id p. 41. 


PROLOGUE. 


• \_FloimBh, 


New plays and maidenheads are near akin ; 

Much follow’d both, for both much money gi’en, 

If they stand sound and well : and a good play, 

Whose modest scenes blush on his marriage-day, 

And shake to lose his honour, is like her 
That, after holy tie and first night’s stir. 

Yet still is modesty, and still retains 

More of the maid to sight than husband’s pains. 

We pray our play may be so ; for I’m sure 
It has a noble breeder and a pure, 

A learned, and a poet never went 

More famous yet ’twixt Po and silver Trent : 

Chaucer, of all admir’d, the story gives ; 

There constant to eternity it lives. 

If we let fall the nobleness of this, 

And the first sound this child hear be a hiss, 

How will it shake the bones of that good man, 

And make him cry from under ground, 0, fan 
From me the witless chaff of such a writer 
That blasts my bays, and my fam’d "works makes lighter 
Than Robin Hood !” This is the fear we bring; 

For, to say truth, it were an endless thing, 

And too ambitious, to aspire to him. 

Weak as we are, and almost breathless swim 
In this deep -water, do but you hold out 
Your helping hands, and we shall tack about. 

And something do to save us : you shall hear 

Scenes, though below his art, may yet appear 

Worth two hours’ travail. To his bones sweet sleep ! 

Content to you ! — ^If this play do not keep 

A little dull time from us, we perceive 

Our losses fall so thick, we must needs leave. \FlouriBh. 


DEAMATIS PERS0NJ3. 


Theseus, dxtke of Athens. 

PiEiTHOUS, an Athenian general. 

Aetesius, an Athenian captain. 

Pauamon, } , _ , . . , 

Aecite j to Creon king of Thehes. 

Valebius, a Theban nobleman. 

Six Knights. 

Herald. 

Gaoler. 

Wooer to the Gaoler’s Banghter. 

Doctor. 

Brother 1 

Friends 

Gentleman. 

Geeeold, a schoolmaster. 

Hippolyta, an Amazon, bride to Thesens. 

Emilia, her sister. 

Three Queens. 

Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Waiting-woman to Emilia. 

Countiymen, Messengers, a man personating Hymen, Boy, Executioner, Guard, 
and Attendants. Country wenches, and women personating Nymphs. 

Sceis’E — Athens and the neighhowrhood^ except in part of the first act, tvliere ] 
it is Thehes and the neiglibomhood. 


THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN, 


ACT L 

Scene!. Athens. Before a temple. 

Enter Hymen with a torch hurning ; a Boy, m a wikMe robe, before j 
singing and strewing floioers ; after Hymen, a Hympli, encom- 
passed in her tresses ^ bearing a wheaien garland; then Theseus, 
between two other Kymplis with iclieaten eliaplets on their heads; 
then Hippolyta, the bride^ led by Pieithous,<^^ and another 
holding a garland over her head, her tresses likewise hanging ; 
after he?*, Emilia, holding up her train ; awe? Attend- 

ants. 

Song by the Boy . 

Eoses, their sharp spines "being gone, 

Hot royal in their smells alone, 

But in their hue ; '■ 

Maiden pinks, of odour faint, 

‘t Daisies smell-less, yet most quaint, 

I And sweet thyme true ; 

Primrose, first-horn child of Yer, 

Merry spring-time’s harbinger, 

With her hells dim ; « 

Oxlips in their cradles growing, 

, Marigolds on deathbeds blowing, 

Larks’-heels trim ; 



122 


THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


[act I. 


All dear N"ature’s children sweet, 

Lie 'fore Bride and bridegroom's feet, 

Blessing their sense ! '[Strewing flowers, 

J^ot an angel of the air, 

Bird melodious or bird fair, 
absent hence ! 


The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar,<^^ 

ISTor chattering pie, 

May on our bride-house perch or sing, 

Or with them any discord bring. 

But from it fly 

Enter three Queens, in hlac% with veils stained^ and wearing impe- 
rial crowns. The first Queen falls down at the foot 0/ Theseus; 
the second falls down at the foot of ITippolyta ; the third before 
Emilia. 


First Queen, For pity’s sake and true gentility’s, 



Hear, and respect me ! 

Sec, Queen, For your mother’s sake, 

And as yon wish your womb may thrive with fair ones, 

Hear, and respect me ! 

Third Queen, Now, for the love of him w^hom Jove hath 
mark’d 

The honour of your bed, and for the sake 
Of clear virginity, be advocate 
For us and our distresses ! This good deed 
Shall raze you out 0’ the book of trespasses 
All you are set down there, 

Tkes, Sad lady, rise, % 

Hi])* Stand up. 

Fmi, No knees to me : 

What w’-oman I may stead that is distress’d 
Does bind me to her. 

Thes. "Wliat’s your request ? deliver you for all. 

First Queen, Wb are three queens, whose sovereigns fell 
before 

The wrath of cruel Creon ; who endure^^^ 

The^ beaks of ravens, talons^^^ of the kites, 

And pecks of crows, in the foul fields^’’^ of Thebes : 
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He will not suffer us to burn tbeir bones. 

To urn tbeir ashes, nor to take tb’ offence 
Of mortal loathsomeness from the blest eye 
Of holy PhcBbus, but infects the winds 
With stench of our slain lords. 0, pity, duke ! 

Thou purger of the earth, draw thy fear’d sword, 

That does good turns to the world ; gi^e us the bones 
Of our dead kings, that we may chapel them ; 

And, of^®^ thy boundless goodness, take some note 
That for our crowned heads we have no roof 
Save this, which is the lion’s and the bear’s, 

And vault to every thing ! 

Tim. Pray you, kneel not : 

I was transported with your speech, and suffer’d 
Your knees to wrong themselves. I’ve heard the fortunes 
Of your dead lords, which gives me such lamenting 
As wakes my vengeance and revenge for ’em. 

King Capaneus^®^ was your lord : the day 
That he should marry you, at such a season 
As now it is with me, I met your groom 
By Mars’s altar ; you were that time fair, 

Not Juno’s mantle fairer than your tresses, 

Nor in more bounty spread her ; your wheaten wreath 
Was then nor thrash’d nor blasted ; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her cheek with smiles ; Hercules our kinsman — 
Then weaker than your eyes — laid by his club ; 

He tumbled dowui upon his Nemean^^^ hide, 

And sw^ore his sine-ws thaw’d. 0, grief and time, 

Fearful consumers, you wdll all devour ! 

Fb'st Qiicdn. 0, I hope some god, 

Some god hath put his mercy in your manhood, 

Whereto he’ll infuse power, and press you forth 
Our undertaker ! 

Thes. 0, no knees, none, widow ! 

Unto the helmeted Beliona use them, 

And pray for me, your soldier. — 

Troubled I am. [Turns away. 

Sec. Queen. Honour’d Hippolyta, 

Most dreaded Amazonian, that hast slain • 

The scythe-tusk’d boar ; that, with thy arm as strong 
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As it is wliite^ wast near to make the male 
To thy sex captive, bnt that this thy lord — 

Born to uphold creation in that honour 
First Nature styl’d it in — shrunk thee into 
The hound thou wast overflowing, at once subduing 
Thy force and thy affection ; soldieress. 

That equally canst poise sternness with pity ; 
Who^^^^ now, I know, hast much more power on him 
Than e’er he had on thee ; who ow’st his strength 
And his love too, who is a servant for^^^^ 

The tenor of thy^^^^ speech ; dear glass of ladies, 

Bid him that we, whom flaming War doth scorch, 
Under the shadow of his sword may cool us ; 
Eequire him he advance it o'er our heads ; 

Speak’t in a woman’s key, like such a woman 
As any of us three ; weep ere you fail ; 

Lend us a knee ; 

But touch the ground for us no longer time 
Than a dove’s motion, when the head’s pluck’d off; 
Tell him, if he i’ the blood-siz’d field lay swoln. 
Showing the sun his teeth, grinning at the moon, 
What you would do ! 

Hij'). Poor lady, say no more : 

I had as lief trace this good action with you 
As that whereto I’m going, and ne’er yet 
Went :I so willing way. My lord is taken 
Heart-deep with your distress : let him consider ; 
I’ll speak anon. 

Third Queen, [to Emilia^ 0, my petition was 
Set down in ice, which, by hot grief uncandied, 

Melts into drops I so sorrow, wanting form, 

Is press’d with deeper matter. 

Em, Pray, stand up : 

Your grief is written ’in your cheek. 

Third Queen, 0, woe! 

You cannot read it there ; there, through my tears, 
Like wrinkled pebbles in a glassy stream. 

You may behold it.^^ Lady, lady, alack. 

He jihat will all the treasure know o’ th’ earth 
Must know the centre too ; he that will fish 
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For my least minnow, let him lead his line 
To catch one at my heart. 0, pardon me ! 

Extremity, that sharpens sundry wits, 

Makes me a fool. 

EmL Pray you, say nothing ; pray you : 

Who cannot feel nor see the rain, being in % 

Knows neither wet nor dry. If that you were 
The ground-piece of some painter, I would buy you, 

T’ instruct me ’gainst a capital grief indeed ; — 

Such heart-pierc’d demonstration ! — ^but, alas. 

Being a natural sister of our sex, 

Your sorrow beats so ardently upon me. 

That it shall make a counter-reflect ’gainst 
My brother’s heart, and warm it to some pity, 

Though it were made of stone: pray, have good comfort 

Thes. Forward to the temple ! leave not out a jot 
0’ the sacred ceremony. 

First Queen. 0, this celebration 

Will longer^^^^ last, and be more costly, than 
Your suppliants’ war ! Eemember that your fame 
Knolls in th’ ear o’ the world : what you do quickly 
Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 
Than others’ labour’d meditance ; your premeditating 
More than their actions ; but — 0 J ove ! — ^yotfr Actions, 
Soon as they move, as ospreys do the fish, 

Subdue before they touch : think, dear duke, think 
What beds our slain kings have ! 

Sec. Queen. Wliat griefs our beds, 

That our dear lords have none ! 

Third Queen, None fit for the dead ! 

Those that with cords, knives, drams, precipitanoe/^^^ 
Weary of this world’s light, have to themselves 
Been death’s most horrid agents, human grace 
Affords them dust and shadow. 

First Queen. But our lords 

Lie blistering ’fore the visitating sun, 

And were good kings when living, 

Thcs. It is true ; 

And I will give you comfort, 

‘ To give your dead lords graves : the which to do 
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Must make some work with Creon. 

First Queen. -A-iid that work 

Presents itself to the doing : 

Now ’twill take form ; the heats are gone to-morrow; 

Then bootless toil must recompense itself 
With its own sweat ; now he is secure, 

Not dreams we stand before jour puissance, 

Einsing^^^^ our holy begging in our eyes, 

To make petition clear. 

Sec. Queen. Now you may take him 

Drunk with his victory. 

Third Queen. And his army full 
Of bread and sloth. 

Thes. Artesius, that best know’st 

How to draw out, fit to this enterprise 
The prim’st for this proceeding, and the number 
To carry such a business ; forth and levy 
Our worthiest instruments ; whilst we dispatch 
This grand act of our life, this daring deed 
Of fate in wedlock. 

First Queen. Dowagers, take hands ; 

Let us be widows to our woes ; delay 
Commends us to a famishing hope. 

All the Queois. " Farewell ! 

Sec. Queen. We come unseasonably ; but when could grief 
Gull forth, as unpang’d judgment can, fitt’st time 
For best solicitation ? 

Tim. Why, good ladies, 

This is a seiwice, whereto I am going, 

Greater than any war it more imports me 
Than all the actions that I have foregone, 

Or futurely can cope. 

First Queen. The more proclaiming 

Our suit shall be neglected : when her arms. 

Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall 
By warranting moonlight corslet thee, 0, when 
Her twinning cherries shall their sweetness fail 
Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think 
Of rotten kings or blubber’d queens ? what care 
For what thou feel’st not, what thou feel’st being able 
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To make Mars spurn liis drum ? 0, if thou couch 

But one night with her, every hour in’t will 
Take hostage of thee for a hundred, and 
Thou shalt remember nothing more than what 
That banquet bids thee to ! 

Though much unlike [Kneeling. 
You should be so transported, as much sorry 
I should be such a suitor; yet I think, 

Did I not by th’ abstaining of my joy, 

Which breeds a deeper longing, cure their surfeit 

That craves a present medicine, I should jiluck 
All ladies’ scandal on me : therefore, sir, 

As I shall here make trial of my prayers, 

Either presuming them to have some force, 

Or sentencing for aye their vigour dumb, 

Prorogue this business we are going about, and hang 
Your shield afore your heart, about that neck 
Which is my fee, and which I freely lend 
To do these poor queens service. 

All the Queens, [to EmilicQ 0, help now ! 

Our cause cries for your knee. 

* Eini. If you grant not [Kneeling. 

My sister her petition, in that force, 

With that celerity and nature, which 
She makes it in, from henceforth I’ll not dare 
To ask you any thing, nor be so hardy 
Ever to take a husband. 

TJies. Pray, stand up: [Hip. and, Emil. rise. 

I am entreating of myself to do 
That which you kneel to have me. — Pirithous, 

Lead on the bride : get you and pray the gods 
For success and return ; omit not any thing 
In the j)retended celebration. — Queens, 

Follow your soldier. — [To Artesius] As before, hence you, 

And at the banks of Aulis^-^^ meet us with 

The forces you can raise, where we shall find 

The moiety of a number, for a business 

More bigger-look’d. — Since that our theme is haste, 

I stamp this kiss upon thy currant lip ; [FSms Hippolgta. 
Sweet, keep it as my token. — Set you forward ; ; 
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For I Will see yon gone.- , . 

Farewell, my beauteous sister.— Pintbous, 

Keep the feast full ; bate not an hour on ’t. 

Sir, 

I’ll follow you at heels : the feast s solemnity 

Shall want^^^ till your return. 

Cousin, I charge you 

Budf^e not from Athens ; we shall be returning 
Ere you can end this feast, of which, I pray you. 

Make no abatement. Once more, farewell all. 

[Hippolyta, Emilia, Pirithous, Hymen, Boy, Nymphs, 
and Attendants enter the temple. 

First Queen. Thus dost thou still make good 

The tongue o’ the world. 

Sec. Queen. And earn’st a deity 

Equal witli Mars. 

Third Queen. If not above him ; for 
Thou, being but mortal, mak’st affections bend 
To godhke honours ; they themselves, some say, 

Groan under such a mastery. 

j'jies. As we are men. 

Thus should we do ; being sensually subdu’d. 

We lose our human title. Good cheer, ladies ! ^ 

Now turn we towards your comforts. {Flourish. Exeunt. 


Scene H. Thehes. The court of the palace. 

Enter Palamon and Aeoiie. 

Arc. Dear Palmon, dearer in love than blood. 
And our prime cousin, yet unharden’d in 
The crimes of nature; let us leave the city 
Thebes, and the temptihgs in ’t, before we further 
Sully our gloss of youth : 

And here to keep in abstinence we shame 
As in incontinence ; for not to swim 
" r th’ aid o’ the current,® were almost to sink. 

At least to frustrate striving ; and to follow 
The common stream, ’twould briag us to an eddy 
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Where we should turn or drown ; if labour through, 
Our gain but life and weakness. 

PaL Your advice 

Is cried up with example : what strange ruins, 

Since first we went to school, may we perceive 
Walking in Thebes ! scars and bare weeds, 

The gain o’ the martialist, who did propound 
To his bold ends honour and golden ingots. 

Which, though he won, he had not ; and now flurted 
By peace, for whom he fought ! Who,^then, shall offer 
To Mars’s so-scorn’d altar? I do bleed 
When such I meet, and wish great J uno would 
Eesume her ancient fit of jealousy, 

To get the soldier work, that peace might purge 
For her repletion, and retain^^^^ anew 
Her charitable heart, now hard, and harsher 
Than strife or war could be. 

Hrc. Are you not out ? 

Meet you no ruin but the soldier in 

The cranks and turns of Thebes? You did begin 

As if you met decays of many kinds : 

Perceive you none that do arouse your pity. 

But th’ unconsider’d soldier? 

Pat Yes ; I pity 

Decays where’er I find them; but such most 
That, sweating in an honourable toil. 

Are paid with ice to cool ’em. 

A rc. ’Tis not this 

I did begin to speak of ; this is virtue 
Of no respect in Thebes : I spake of Thebes, 

How dangerous, if ^ve will keep our honoprs. 

It is for our .residing ; where every evil 
Hath a good colour*; where every seeming good ’s 
A certain evil ; where not to be even jump 
As they are here, were to be strangers, and 
Such things to he mere monsters. 

’Tis in our power — 

Lnless we fear that apes can tutor ’s — to 
Be masters of our manners : what need I , 

Affect another’s gait, which is not catching 
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Where there is faith ? or to be fond upon 
Another’s -way of speech, when by mine own 
I may be reasonably conceiT’d, saVd too, 

Speaking it truly ? why am I bound 
By any generous bond to follow him 
Follows his tailor, haply so long until 
The follow’d make pursuit ? or let me know 
Why mine own barber is unblest, with him 
hly poor chin too, for ’tis not scissar d just 
To such a favourite’s glass ? what canon is there 
That does command my rapier from, my hip. 

To dangle ’t in my hand, or to go tip-toe 
Before the street be foul ? Either I am 
The fore-horse in the team, or I am none 
That draw i’ the sequent trace. These poor slight -sores 
Need not a plaintain ; that which rips my bosom. 

Almost to th’ heart, ’s — 

CiH’ loicle Creon. 

Pal. 

A njost unbounded tyrant, whose successes 

Make heaven unfear’d, and villany assur’d 

Beyond its power there’s nothing ; almost puts 

Faith in a fever, and deifies alone 

Toluble chance ; who only attributes 

The faculties of other instruments 

•To his own nerves and act ; commands men’s'^“' service, 

And what they win in’t, boot and glory too 

That fears not to do harm ; good dares not : let 

The blood of mine that’s sib to him be suck’d 

From me with leeches ; let them break and fall 

Off me with that corruption 1 

J,r. Clear-spirited cousin. 

Let’s leave his court, that we may nothing share 
Of his loud infamy ; for our milk 
Will relish of the pasture, and we must 
Be vile or disobedient ; not his kinsmen 
In blood, unless in quality. 

Pal. Nothing truer: 

I think the echoes of his shames have deaf ’d 
he ears of heavenly justice : widows’ cries 


SCENE II.] 


THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


131 


Descend again into their throats, and have not 
Dne audience of the gods. — Yalerius ! 

Enter Valerius. 

Val\ The king calls for yon ; yet be leaden-footed, 

Till his great rage be off him : Phosbus when 
He broke his whipstock, and exclaim’d cigainst 
The horses of the sun, but whisper’d, to 
The loudness of his fury. 

Pal. Small winds shake him : 

But what’s the matter ? 

Val. Theseus — who where he threats appals — hath sent 
Deadly defiance to him, and pronounces 
Piuin to Thebes ; who is at hand to seal 
The promise of his wrath. 

Arc. Let him approach : 

But that we fear the gods in him, he brings not 

A jot of terror to us : yet what man 

Thirds his own worth — the case is each of ours — 

When that his action’s dregg’d with mind assur’d 
’Tis bad he goes about? 

Pal. Leave that unreason’d ; 

Our services stand now for Thebes, not Creon : 

Yet, to be neutral to him were dishonour, 

Piebeliious to oppose ; therefore w^e must 
With him stand to the mercy of our fate. 

Who hath bounded our last minute. 

Are. So we must,— 

Is ’t said this war’s afoot ? or it shall be, 

On fail of some condition ? 

Pal. ’Tis in motion ; 

Til’ intelligence of state came in the instant 
With the defier. 

Let’s to the king ; who, were ho 
A quarter carrier of that honour ’which 
His enemy comes^^'^ in, the blood we venture 
Should be as for our health ; which were not spent, 

Bather laid out for purchase : but, alas. 

Our hands advanc’d before our hearts, what will 
The fall o’ the stroke do damage ? 
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Arc. Let til’ eyent, 

That never-erring arbitrator, tell ns 

When we know all ourselves ; and let ns follow 

The becking of our chance. [Exeunt, 


Scene III. Before the gates of AtJmis. 

Enter Pirithous, Hippolyta, and Emilia. 

Pir. No further ! 

Hip. Sir, farewell : repeat my wishes 

To our great lord, of whose success I dare not 
Make any timorous question ; yet I wish him. 

Excess and overflow of power, an ’t might be, 

To dare^^®^ ill-dealing fortune. Speed to him ; 

Store never hurts good governors. 

Pir. Though I know 

His ocean needs not my poor drops, yet they 
Must yield their tribute there. My precious maid. 
Those best affections that the heavens infuse 
In their best-teniper’d pieces, keep enthron’d 
In your dear heart ! 

Eyjii. Thanks, sir. Eemember me 

To our all-royal brother ; for whose speed 
The great Bellona I’ll solicit ; and 
Since, in our terrene state, petitions are not 
Without gifts understood, I’ll offer to her 
What I shall be advis’d she likes. Our hearts 
Are in his army, in his tent. 

IIp. In’s bosom. 

We have been soldiers, and we- cannot weep 
When our friends don their helms, or put to sea, 

Or tell of babes broach’d on the lance, or women 
That have sod their infants in — and after eat them — 
The brine they wept at killing ’em : then, if 
You stay to see of us such spinsters, we 
Should hold you here for ever. 

Pir. Peace be to you, 

As I pursue this war! which shall be then 
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Beyond further requiring,*^-^^ 

E^ni. How his longing 

Follows his friend ! since his depart, his sports, 
Though craving seriousness and skill, pass’d slightly 
His careless execution, where nor gain 
Made him regard, or loss consider ; hut 
Playing one^^^^ business in his hand, another 
Directing in his head, his mind nurse equal 
To these so differing twins. Have you observ’d him 
Since our great lord departed ? 

Hi]}. With much labour; 

And I did love him for’t. They two have cabin’d 
In many as dangerous as poor a corner. 

Peril and waint contending ; they have skiff’d 
Torrents, ivhose roaring tyranny and power 
I’ the least of these was dreadful and they have 
Fought out together, where death’s self was lodg’d; 
Yet fate hath brought them off. Their knot of love 
Tied, weav’d, entangled, with so true, so long, 

And "with a huger of so deep a cunning, 

May be out-wwn, never undone. I think 
Theseus cannot be umpire to himself. 

Cleaving his conscience into twain, and doing 
Each side like justice, ^vhich he loves best. 

Eml. Doubtless 

There is a best, and reason has no manners 
To say it is not you. I w^as acquainted 
Once -with a time, when I enjoy’d a playfellow; 

You w^ere at "wars when she the grave enrich’d, 

Who made too proud the bed, took leave o’ the moon* 
Which then look’d pale at parting — when our count 
Was each eleven. 

Hq). ’Tw^as Flavina.^^^^ 

Eml. Yes. 

You talk of Pirithous’ and Theseus’ love : 

Theirs has more ground, is more maturely season’d, 
More buckled with strong judgment, and their needs 
The one of th’ otheP^"^^ may he said to water 
Their intertangled roots of love; but I, 

And she I sigh and spoke of, were things innocent, 


[Exit. 
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Lot’ cl for we did, and like tlie elements 

That know not what nor why, yet do effect 

Bare issues by their operance, onr souls 

Did so to one another : what she lik’d 

Was then of me approv’d ; what not, condemn’d. 

No more arraignment the flower that I would pluck 
And put between my breasts— then^^^^ but beginning 
To swell about the blossom — she would long 
Till she had such another, and commit it 
To the like innocent cradle, where, phenix-like, 

They died in perfume ; on my head no toy 
But was her pattern ; her affections — pretty, 

Though happily her careless wear — I follow’d^'^'^ 

For my most serious decking; had mine ear 
StoFn some ne^w air, or at adventure humm’d one^^®^ 

From musical coinage, why, it was a note 

Whereon her spirits would sojourn, — rather dwell on, — 

And sing it in her slumbers : this rehearsal— 

Which, every innocent wots w-ell, comes in 
Like old importment’s bastard — has this end. 

That the true love ’tween maid and maid may be 
More than in sex dividual. 

Hijy- You’re out of breath ; 

And this high-speeded pace is but to say, 

That you shall never, like the maid Flavina, 

Love any that’s call’d man. ' 

Emi, Fm sure I shall not. • 

Hip, Now, alack, weak sister, 

I must no more believe thee in this point — 

Though in’t I know thou dost believe thyself — 

. Than I will trust a sickly appetite. 

That loathes even as it longs. But, sure, my sister. 

If I were ripe for your persuasion, you 
Have said enough to shake me from the arm 
Of the all-noble Theseus ; for whose fortunes 
I will now in and kneel, with great assurance 
^ That' we, more than his Pirithous, possess 
The high throne in his heart. 

E77ii, I am 

Against your faitL; yet I continue mine. [Exemt. 
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Scene IT. AfiM l)efi)re Thebes. Dead bodies lying on the 
ground ; among them Palamon and Abcite. 

A battle struclctoitJmi; then a retreat; then a flourish. Then enter 

Theseus {uidor), Herald, and Attendants. The three Queens 

meet Theseus, and fall on their faces before him. 

First Queen. To tliee no star be dark ! 

Sec. Queen. Botb heaYen and eartb 

Friend tliee for ever ! 

Third Queen. Ail the good that may 
Be wish’d upon thy head, I cry Amen to’t ! 

Thes. Th’ impartial gods, wdio from the mounted heavens 
Tiew ns their mortal herd, behold who err, 

And in their time chastise. Go, and find out 
The bones of your dead lords, and honour them 
With treble ceremony : rather than a gap 
Should be in their dear rites, we would supply’t. 

But those we will depute which shall invest 
You in your dignities, and even each thing 
Our haste does leave imperfect. So, adieu, 

And heaven’s good eyes look on you ! [Exenni Queens. 

What are those ? 

Herald. Men df great quality, as may be judg’d 
By their appointment; some of Thebes have told’s 
They’re sisters’ children, nephews to the king. 

Thes. By th’ helm of Mars, I saw them in the war — 

Like to a pair of lions smear’d^*^^^ with prey — 

Make lanes in troops aghast : I fix’d my note 
Constantly on them ; for they were a mark 
Worth a god’s view\ What w^as’t that prisoner told me^^^ 
W’hen I inquir’d their names ? 

Herald. We learn^^®^ they’re call’d 

Arcite and Palamon. 

Thes. ’Tis right ; those, those. 

They are not dead? 

Herald. Nor in a state of life had they been taken 
When their last hurts were given, ’twas possible 
They might have been recover’d ; yet they breathe, 

And have the name of men. 
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Tlies. Then like men use ’em : 

The Tery lees of such, millions of rates 
Exceed the wine of others : all our surgeons 
Convent in their behoof ; our richest balms, 

Eather than niggard, waste : their lives concern us 
Much more than Thebes is worth : rather than have ’em 
Freed of this plight, and in their morning state, 

Sound and at liberty, I would ’em dead ; 

But, forty thousand fold, we had rather have ’em 
Prisoners to us than death. Bear ’em speedily 
Prom our kind air, — to them unkind, — and minister 
What man to man may do ; for our sake, more : 

Since I have known fight’s fury, friends’ behests, 

Love’s provocations, zeal in a mistress’ task, 

Desire of liberty, a fever, madness, 

’T hath set a mark which nature could not reach to 
Without some imposition, sickness in will, 

Or wrestling strength in reason. For our love,^*^^^ 

And great Apollo’s mercy, all our best 
Their best skill tender ! — -Lead into the city ; 

Where, having hound things scatter’d, we will post 
To Athens ’fore our army. 

\Flomish. Exeimt; AttenclcmU carrymg Palamon 

and Afcite^ 


Scene V. Another iiart of the same, more remote from Theles. 

Unter the three Queens with the hearses of their Imshmids in a 
funeral solemnity^ 

SONO. 

Urns and odours bring away ! 

Vapours, sighs, darken the day ! 

Our dole more deadly looks than dying ; 

Balms, and gums, and heavy cheers, 

Sacred vials fiU’d with tears, 

And clamours through the wild^-^®^ air flying 1 

Come, all sad and solemn shows, 
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That are quick-ey’d pleasure’s foes ! 

We couTent naught else but woes : 

We convent, &c. 

Third Queen. This funeral path brings to your household’s 
grave* 

Joy seize on you again ! Peace sleep with him ! 

Sec. Queen. And this to yours. 

First ..Queen. Yours this way. Heavens lend 

A thousand differing ways to one sure end. 

Third Queen. This world’s a city full of straying streets. 
And death’s the market-place, where each one meets. 

\_Exeunt severally. 


ACT IL 

Scene I. Athens. A garden, with a castle in the 
Enter Qdiohx and W ooQt. 

Gaoler. I may depart with little, while I live ; something 
I may cast to you, not much. Alas, the prison I keep, 
though it be for great ones, yet they seldom come : before 
one salmon, you shall take a number of minnows. I am 
given out to be better lined than it can appear to me report 
is a true speaker : I would I were really that I am delivered 
to be. ]\Iarry, what I have — be it what it will — I will as- 
sure upon my daughter at the day of my death. 

Wooer. Sir, I demand no more than your own offer; and 
I will estate your daughter in what I have promised. 

Gaoler. Well, we will talk more of this when the so- 
lemnity is past. But have you a full promise of her ? when 
that shall be seen, I tender my consent. 

Wooer. I have, sir. Here she comes. 

Enter Gaolef s Daughter icith strewings.^^^^ 

Gaoler. Your friend and I have chanced to name you 
here, upon the old business; but no more of that now: so 
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soon as tlie conrt-huriy is over, we will have an end of it : 
i’ the mean time, look tenderly to the two prisoners ; I can 
tell you they are princes. 

JDcmgh. These strewings are for their chamber. 'Tis pity 
they are in prison, and ’twere pity they should be out. I do 
think they have patience to make any adversity ashamed : the 
prison itself is proud of ’em; and they have all the world in 
their chamber. 

Gaoler. They are famed to be a pair of absolute men. 

Datigh. By my troth, I think fame but stammers ’em ; 
they stand a grise^'^^^ above the reach of report. 

Gaoler. I heard them reported in the battle to be the only 
doers. 

Nay, most likely ; for they are noble sufferers. I 
marvel how they would have looked, had they been victors, 
that with such a constant nobility enforce a freedom out of 
bondage, making misery their mirth, and affliction a toy to 
■jest at. '' 

Gaoler. Do they BO ? 

Daugli. It seems to me they have no more sense of their 
captivity than I of ruling Athens : they eat well, look mer- 
rily, discourse of many things, but nothing of their own re- 
straint and disasters. Yet sometime a divided sigh, martyred 
as ’twere i’ the deliverance, mil break from one of them; when 
the other presently gives it so sweet a rebuke, that I could 
wish myself a sigh to be so chid, or at least a sigher to he 
comforted. 

T'Foo^r. I never saw ’em. 

Gaoler. The duke himself came privately in the night, and 
so did they what the reason of it is, I know not. 

Palamon mid AnoirB appear at a window of a toioer. 

Look, yonder they are ! that’s Aroite looks out. 

Dmigh. No, sir, no ; that’s Palamon : Arcite is the lower 
of the twain ; you may perceive a part of him. 

Gaoler. Goto! leave your pointing: they would not make 
us their object : out of their sight ! 

Daugh. It is a holiday to look on them. Lord, the differ- 
ence of men I (Exit with Gaoler and Wooer 

Pal. How do you, noble cousin ? 
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jrc. How do you, sir ? 

Pal. Why, strong enough to laugh at misery, 

And bear the chance of war yet. We are prisoners 
I fear for ever, cousin. 

Arc. I believe it ; 

And to that destiny have patiently 
Laid up my hour to come. 

Pal. 0, cousin Areite, 

Where is Thebes now ? where is our noble country ? 
Where are our friends and kindreds? Never more 
Must we behold those comforts ; never see 
The hardy youths strive for the games of honour, 
Hung with the painted favours of their ladies, 

Like tall ships under sail ; then start amongst ’em. 
And, as an east wind, leave ’em all behind us 
Like lazy clouds, whilst Palamon and Areite, 

Even in the wagging of a wanton leg, 

Outstripp’d the people’s praises, won the garlands, 

Ere they have^^^^ time to wish ’em ours. 0, never 
Shall we two exercise, like twins of honour, 

Our arms again, and feel our fiery horses 

Like proud seas under us ! Our good swords now,— 

Better the red-ey’d god of war ne’er ware,— 

EavishTT"^^^ our sides, like age, must run to rust, 

And deck the temples of those gods that hate us * 

These hands shall never draw ’em out like lightning, 
To blast whole armies, more ! 

Arc. No, Palamon, 

Those hopes are prisoners with us : here we are, 

And here the graces of our youths must wither, 

Like a too-timely spring ; here age must find us. 

And, wLich is heaviest, Palamon, unmarried ; 

The sweet embraces of a loving wife, 

Loaden with kisses, arm’d with thousand Cupids, 

Shall never clasp our necks ; no issue know us, 

No figures of ourselves shall we e’er see, 

To glad our age, and like young eagles teach ’em 
Boldly to gaze against bright arms, and say 
Eemember what your fathers were, and conquer i” 

The fair-ey’d maids shall weep our banishments. 
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And in tlieir songs curse ever-blinded Fortune, 

Till sbe for sbame see wliat a wrong sire lias done 
To youth, and nature : this is all our world ; 

We shall know nothing here but one another ; 

Hear nothing but the clock that tells our woes ; 

The -vine shall grow, but we shall never see it ; 

Summer shall come, and with her all delights. 

But dead-cold winter must inhabit here still. 

PaL ’Tis too true,. Arcite. To our Theban hounds, 
That shook the aged forest with their echoes. 

No more now must we holla ; no more shake 
Our pointed javelins, whilst the angry swine 
Flies like a Parthian quiver from our rages, 

Stucy^®^ with our well-steeTd darts : all valiant uses — 
The food and nourishment of noble minds — 

In us two here shall perish ; we shall die— 

Which is the curse of honour^ — lastly, 

Children of grief and ignorance. 

Arc. Yet, cousin, 

Even from the bottom of these miseries, ' 

From ail that fortune can inflict upon us, 

I see two comforts rising, two mere blessings, 

If the gods please to hold here, — a brave patience, 

And the enjoying of our griefs together. 

Whilst Palamon is with me, let me perish 
If I think this our prison ! 

PaL Certainly 

’Tis a main goodness, cousin, that our fortunes 
Were twin’d together ’tis most true, two souls 
Put in two noble bodies, let ’em suiBfer 
The gall of hazard, so they grow together, 

Will never sink ; they must not ; say they could, 

A willing man dies sleeping, and all ’s done. 

Arc. Shall we make worthy uses of this place, 

That all men hate so much 9 

PojL How, gentle cousin ? 

Arc. Let’s think this prison holy sanctuary/^^^ 

To keep us from corruption of worse men : 

We’re young, and yet desire the ways of honour ; 

That, liberty and common conversation. 
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Tlie poison of pure spirits, might, like women. 

Woo ns to wander from. What worthy blessing 

Can be, but our imaginations 

May make it ours ? and here being thus together, 

We are an endless mine to one another; 

We’re one another’s wife, ever begetting 

New births of love ; we’re father, friends, acouaintance ; 

We are, in one another, families ; 

I am your heir, and you are mine ; this place 

Is our inheritance ; no hard oppressor 

Dare take this from us : here, with a little patience, 

We shall live long, and loving ; no surfeits seek us ; 

The hand of war hurts none here, nor the seas 
Swallow their youth. Were we at liberty, 

A wife might part us lawfully, or business ; 

Quarrels consume us ; envy of ill men 
Grave^'^**^^ our acquaintance ; I might sicken, cousin, 
"^Wiere you should never know it, and so perish 
Without your noble hand to close mine eyes, 

Or prayers to the gods : a thousand chances. 

Were w^e from hence, would sever us. 

PiiL You’ve made me — 

I thank j-ou, cousin Arcite — almost ^vanton 
With my captivity ; what a misery 
It is to live abroad, and eveiw wdiere ! 

’Tis like a beast, methinks : I find the court here, 

I’m sure, a more content ; and all those pleasures 
That woo the wills of men to vanity 
I see through now ; and am sufficient 
To tell the world ’tis hut a gaudy shadow, 

That old Time, as he passes by, takes with him. 

What had w-e been, old in the court of Creon, 

Where sin is justice, lust and ignorance 
The virtues of the great ones ? Cousin Arcite, 

Had not the loving gods found this place for us. 

We had died as they do, ill old men, unwept, 

And had their epitaphs, the people’s curses. 

Shall I say more ? 

Ikl hear you still. 

Pal 


Ye shall. 
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Is there record of any two that lov’d 
Better than we do, Arcite ? 

Arc. Sure, there cannot. 

Pal. I do not think it possible our friendship 
Should ever leave us. 

Arc. Till our deaths it cannot ; 

And after death our spirits shall be led 

To those that love eternally. Speak on, sir. ' . 

Enter Emilia and Waiting-woman heloif). 

EmL This garden has a world of pleasures in 
What flower is this ? 

Wait-tv. ’Tis call’d narcissus, madam. 

E??ii. That was a fair boy certain, but a fool 
To love himself: were there not maids enough ? 

Arc. Pray, forward. 

Pal Yes. 

Em L Or were they all hard-hearted ? 

Wait.-tv. They could not be to one so fair. 

* EmL Thou wouldst not. 

Wait.-w. I think I should not, madam. 

Etui. That’s a good wench ! 

But take heed to your kindness though ! ^ 

Wait.-w. Why, madam ? 

EtnL Men are mad things. 

Arc. Will ye go forward, cousin ? 

Emi. Canst not thou work such flowers in silk, wench ? 
Wait.-tc. ' Yes. 

Emi. Ill have a gown full of ’em ; and of these ; 

This is a pretty colour : will ’t not do 
Piarely upon a skirt, wench ? 

Wait.-w. Dainty, madam. 

Are. Cousin, cousin ! how do you, sir ? why, Palamon ! 
Pal Never till now I was in prison, Arcite. 

Arc. Why, what’s the matter, man ? 

P^l ' Behold, and wonder ! 

By heaven, she is a goddess ! 

" ‘ Arc. Hal 

Pal. 

She is a goddess, Arcite ! 


Do reverence ; 
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Emi. Of all flowers, 

Metlimks, a rose is best. 

Wby, gentle madam ? 

EmL It is tbe Yery emblem of a maid : 

For when the west wind courts her gently, 

How modestly she blows, and paints the sun 

With her chaste blushes ! when the north comes near her, 

Rude and impatient, then, like chastity, 

She locks her beauties in her bud again. 

And leaves him to base briers. 

IFaiL-ec. Yet, good madam, 

Sometimes her modesty will blow so far 
She Mis for it : a maid, 

If she have any honour, would be loath 
To take example by her. 

Emi, Thou art wanton. 

Arc, She’s wondrous fair ! 

Pat She’s all the beauty extant ! 

EfivL The sun grows high; let’s walk in. Keep these 
flowers ; 

We’ll see how near art can come near their colours. 

I’m wondrous merry-hearted ; I could laugh now. 

WaiL-iv, I could lie down, I’m sure. 

■■EmL And take one with you? 

Wait. -tv. That’s as we bargain, madam. 

Emi. Well, agree then. 

l^Exit ivith Waiting-%Doman. 
Pat What think you of this beauty ? 

Are. ’Tis a rare one. 

Pat Is ’t but a rare one? 

A?‘c. Yes, a matchless beauty. 

Pal. Might not a man well lose himself, and love her ? 
Arc. I cannot tell what you have done; I have, 

Beshrew mine eyes for ’t ! Now I feel my shackles. 

Pat You love her, then ? 

Arc. Who would not? 

And desire hqr 5^ 

ylre. Before my liberty. ' 

Pat I saw her first. 

Are. 


That’s nothing. 
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PqI, But it shall be. 

Arc, I saw her too. 

Pal, Yes ; but you must not love her. 

Arc. I will not, as you do, to worship her, 

As she is heayenly and a blessed goddess ; 

I love her as a woman, to enjoy her : 

So both may loye. 

Pal, You shall not loYe at all. 

Arc. Not lore at all! who shall deny me? 

Pal. I, that first saw her I, that took possession 
First with mine eye of all those beauties in her 
EeYeard to mankind. If thou lovest her, 

Or entertain'st a hope to blast my wishes, 

Thou art a traitor, Arcite, and a fellow 
False as thy title to her : friendship, blood, 

And all the ties between us, I disclaim. 

If thou once think upon her 1 

Arc. Yes, I love her ; 

And if the lives of all my name lay on it, 

I must do so ; I love her with my soul. 

If that will lose ye, farewell, Palamon ! 

I say again, I love ; and, in loving her, maintain 
I am as worthy and as free a lover, 

And have as just a title to her beauty, 

As any Palamon, or any living 
That is a man’s son. 

Pal. Have I call’d thee friend ? 

Arc. Yes, and have found me so.. Why are you mov’d 

■ ■ ."-thus? ' 

Let me deal coldly with you : am not I 

Part of your blood, part of your soul ? * you’ve told me 

That I was Palamon, and you were Arcite, 

Pal. Yes, 

Arc. Am not I liable to those affections. 

Those joys, griefs, angers, fears, my friend shall suffer ? 

Pal. Ye may be. 

A rc. Why, then, would you deal so cunningly, 

So strangely, so unlike a noble kinsman, 

To love alone ? Speak truly ; do you think me 
Unworthy of her sight ? , 
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Pal No; but nnjnst 

If tliou pursue tliat sight. * 

Arc. Because another 

First sees the enemy, shall I stand still, 

And let mine honour down, and neyer charge? 

Pal Yes, if he be but one. 

Arc.../' But say that one 

Had rather combat me ? 

PaL Let that one say so. 

And use thy freedom : else, if thou pursu’st her. 

Be as that cursed man that hates his country, 

A branded villain ! 

Arc.' You are mad. 

Pal I must be, 

Til! thou art worthy, Arcite; it concerns me; 

And, in this madness, if I hazard thee 
And take thy life, I deal but truly. 

Arc. Fie, sir! 

You play the child extremely : I will love her,. 

I must, I ought to do so, and I dare ; 

And all this justly. 

Pal 0, that now, that now 

Thy false self and thy friend had but this fortune, 

To be one hour at liberty, and grasp 

Our good swords in our hands ! I’d quickly teach thee 

What Twere to filch affection from another ! 

Thou art baser in it than a cutpurse : 

Put but thy head out of this window more, 

And, as I have a soul, I’ll nail thy life to’t ! 

jlrc. Thou dar’st not, fool; thou canst not; thou art 
feeble : 

Put my head out ! I’ll throw my body out. 

And leap the garden, w^hen I see her next, 

And pitch between her arms, to anger thee. 

Pal No more! the keeper’s coming: I shall live 
To knock thy brains out with my shaoUes, 

Are. Do I 

Re-enier Gaoler. 

Gaoler. By your leave, gentlemen. 

Now, honest keeper ? 


VOL. VXII. 
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Gaoler. Lord Arcite, you must presently to the duke : 
The cause I know not yei. 

Arc. I’na ready, keeper. 

Gaoler. Prince Palamon, I must awhile bereave you 
Of your fair cousin’s company. 

PaL And me too, 

Even when you please, of life. [_Exeunt Gaoler and Arcite^ 

Why is he sent for ? 

It may be, he shall marry her ; he’s goodly, 

And like enough the duke hath taken notice 
Both of his blood and body. But his falsehood ! 

Why should a friend be treacherous ? if that 
Get him a wife so noble and so fair, 

Let honest men ne’er love again. Once more 
I would but see this fair one. — Blessed garden, 

And fruit and flowers more blessed, that still blossom 
As her bright eyes shine on ye ! Would I were, 

For all the fortune of my life hereafter, 

Yon little tree, yon blooming apricock ! 

How I would spread, and fling my wanton arms 
In at her window ! I would bring her fruit 
Fit for the gods to feed on ; youth and pleasure, 

Still as she tasted, should be doubled on her ; 

And if she be not heavenly, I would make her 
So near the gods in nature, they should fear her ; 

And then I’m sure she would love me. 

Re-enter Gaoler. 

How now, keeper ! 

Where’s Arcite ? 

Gaoler. Banish’d. Prince Pirithous 
Obtain’d his liberty ; but never more, 

Upon his oath and life, must he set foot 
Upon this kingdom. 

Pal. [ftside']' He’s a blessed man ! 

He shall see Thebes again, and call to arms 
The bold young men that, when he bids ’em charge, 

Fall on like fire : Arcite shall have a fortune, 

If he dare make himself a worthy lover, 

Yet in the field to strike a battle for her ; 



SCENE I.] 


THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


147 


And if lie lose lier then, he's a cold coward : 

How braYely may he bear himself to win her. 

If he be noble Arcite, thousand ways ! 

Were I at liberty, I would do things 
Of such a Yirtuous greatness, that this lady, 

This blushing yirgin, should take manhood to her, 

; And seek to rayish me. 

^ Gaoler, My lord, for you 

I hare this charge too — 

Pal, To discharge my life ? 

Gaoler, No; but from this place to remoye your lordship : 
The windows are too open. 

Pal. Devils take 'em 

That are so envious to me ! Prithee,, kill me. 

Guofer. And hang for’t afterward ? 

Pal. By this good light, 

Had I a sword, I’d kill thee. 

Gaoler. Why, my lord ? 

Pal. Thou bring’st such pelting scurvy news continually, 
Thou art not worthy life. I will not go. 

Gaoler. Indeed, you must, my lord. 

Pal. ’ May I see the garden ? 

Gaoler. No. 

Pal. Then I’m resolv’d I wdll not go. 

Gaoler. 1 must 

Constrain you, then; and, for you’re dangerous, 
ril clap more irons on you. 

Pal. Do, good keeper: 

111 shake ’em so, ye shall not sleep ; 

III make ye a new morris. Must I go ? 

Gaoler. There is no remedy. 

PaL Farewell, kind window j 

May rude wind never hurt thee ! — 0 my lady. 

If ever thou hast felt what sorrow w^as. 

Dream how I suffer ! — Come, now bury me. 


{Exeunt, 
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Scene II. The country near Athens. 

Enter AnciTE, 

A 7 'c. Banisla’d the kingdom ? ’iis a benefit, 

A mercy, I mnst thank ’em for ; but banish’d 
The free enjoying of that face I die for, 

0, ’twas a studied punishment, a death 
Beyond imagination ! such a vengeance, 

That, were I old and wicked, all my sins 
Could never pluck upon me. Palamon, 

Thou hast the start now ; thou shalt stay, and see 
Her bright eyes break each morning ’gainst thy window, 

And let in life into thee ; thou shalt feed 
Upon the sweetness of a noble beauty, 

That nature ne’er exceeded, nor ne’er shall : 

Good gods, tvhat happiness has Palamon ! 

Twenty to one, he’ll come to speak to her ; 

And, if she be as gentle as* she’s fair, 

I know she’s his ; he has a tongue will tame 
Tempests, and make the wild rocks wanton. Come what can 
come, 

The worst is death ; I will not leave the kingdom : 

I know mine own is but a heap of ruins, 

And no redress there : if I go, he has her. 

I am resolv’d : another shape shall make me, 

Or end my fortunes ; either way, I’m happy : 

I’ll see her, and be near hei', or no more. 

Enter four Countrymen; one with a garland before them. 

First Conn. My masters, ITl be there, that’s certain. 

Sec. Goun. And I’ll be there. 

Third Coim. And 1. 

Fourth Conn. Why, then, have with ye, boys ! ’tis but a 
chiding: 

Let the plough play to-day ; I’ll tickle ’t out 
Of the jades’ tails to-morrow. 

First Conn. t am sure 

To have my wife as jealous as a turkey : 

But that’s all one : I’ll go through, let her mumble. 
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Sec. Coim. Claii her aboard to-morrow night, and stow her, 
And all’s made up again. 

Tliircl Coim, Ay,. do but put 

A fescue in her fist, and you shall see her 
Take a new lesson out, and be a good wench. 

Bo we all hold against the Maying ? 

Fourth Coun, Hold! 

What should ail us ? 

Thwd Conn. Areas will be there. 

'Sec. Goun, And Sennois, 

And Eycas ; and three better lads ne’er danc’d 
Under green tree ; and ye^^'^^ know what wenches, ha ! 

But will the dainty domine, the schoolmaster, 

Keep touch, do you think? for he does all, ye know. 

Third Coun. He’ll eat a hornbook, ere he fail : go to ! 
The matter is too far driven between 
Him and the tanner’s daughter, to let slip now ; 

And she must see the duke, and she must dance too. 

Fourth Coun. Shall we be lusty ? 

Sec. Coun. All the boys in Athens 

Blow wind i’ the breech on us : and here I’ll be, 

And there I’ll be, for our towm, and here again. 

And there again ; ha, boys, heigh for the weavers I 
First Comi. This must be done i’ the wroods. 

Fourth Conn. 0, pardon me ! 

See. Conn. By any means ; our thing of learning says^®®^ 

■ ■so; 

Where he himself will edify the duke 

Most parlously in our behaifs : he’s excellent i’ the woods ; 

Bring him to the plains, his learning makes no cry. 

Third Coun. We’ll see the spoits; then every man to’s 
tackle ! 

And, sw’eet companions, let’s rehearse by any means, 

Before the ladies see us, and do sw’eetly, 

And God kno^YS what may come on’t. 

Fourth Coun. Content: the sports 

Once ended, wee’ll perform. Away, boys, and hold ! 

Arc. By your leaves, honest friends ; pray you, whither 
go you ? 

F oiirth Coun. Whither ! why, what a question’s that ! 
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Arc. Yes/tis a question 

To me that know not. 

Third Conn. To the games, my friend. 

Sec. Conn. Where were you bred, you know it not ? 

Arc. Not far, sir. 

Are there such games to-day ? 

First Coun. .. Yes, marry, are there ; 

And such as you never saw : the duke himself 
Will be in person there. 

Arc. What pastimes are they ? 

Sec. Coun. Wrestling and running. — 'Tis a pretty fellow. 
Third Coun. Thou wilt not go along ? 

Arc. Not yet, sir. 

Fourth Coun. Well, sir, 

Take your own time. — ^Come, boys. 

First Coun. My mind misgives me 

This fellow has a vengeance-trick o’ the hip ; 

Mark how his body’s made for’t. 

Sec. Conn. I’ll be bang’d though, 

If he dare venture ; hang him, plum-porridge ! 

He wrestle ? he roast eggs ! Come, let’s be gone, lads. 

\_Exeunt Counti'yjnen. 

Arc. This is an offer’d opportunity 
I durst not wish for.^®^^ Well I could have wrestled, 

The best men call’d it excellent ; and run 
Swifter than wind upon a field of corn, 

Curling the w’-ealthy ears, ever flew.^®^^ I’ll venture, 

And in some poor disguise be there : who knows 
Whether my brows may not be girt with garlands, 

And happiness prefer me to a place 

Where I may ever dwell in sight of her ? [Exit. 


Scene III. Athens. A room in the prison. 

.Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Baugh. Why should I love this gentleman ? ’tis odds 
He never will affect me: I am base, 

My father the mean keeper of Hs prison, 
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And lie a prince : to marry him is hopeless, 

To be his whore is witless. Out upon T! 

AYhat pushes are we ivenches driven to. 

When fifteen once has found us ! First, I saw him ; 
I, seeing, thought he was a goodly man ; 

He has as much to please a woman in him — 

If he please to bestow it so — as ever 
These eyes yet look'd on : next I pitied him ; 

And so would any young wench, o’ my conscience, 
That ever dream’d, or vow’d her rnaidenhead 
To a young handsome man : then I lov’d him, 
Extremely lov’d him, infinitely lov’d him ; 

And yet he had a cousin, fair as he too ; 

But in my heart was Palamon, and there, 

Lord, what a coil he keeps ! To hear him 
Sing in an evening, what a heaven it is ! 

And yet his songs are sad ones. Fairer spoken 
Was never gentleman : when I come in 
To bring him water in a morning, first 
He bows his noble body, then salutes ine thus, 

'^Fair, gentle maid, good morrow : may thy goodness 
Get thee a happy husband !” Once he kiss’d me ; 

I lov’d my lips the better ten days after : 

Would he would do so every day ! He grieves much. 
And me as much to see his misery : 

What should I do, to make him know I love him ? 

For I would fain enjoy him : say I ventur’d 
To set him free ? what says the law, then ? 

Thus much for law, or kindred ! I will do it ; 

And this night or to-morrow he shall love me. 


Bcene IV. A'R open place in Athens. A short flourish of 
cornets, and shouts within. 

Theseus, liiPFOLYTA, Pibithous, Emilia; Abovte disguised, 
loearing a garlarid; and Countrymen. 

Thcs. You have done worthily ; I have not seen, 

Since Hercules, a man of tougher sinews ; 
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Wliate’er you are, you run the best, and wrestle, 

That these time^ 

jirc, I’m proud to please you. 

Thes. What country bred you ? 

Arc. This; but far off, prince. 

Thes. Are you a gentleman ? 

Arc. ' My father said so; 

And to those gentle uses gaTe me^®^^ life. 

Tkes% Are you his heir ? 

Arc. His youngest, sir. 

Thes. Your father, 

Sure, is a happy sire, then. What proves^^^^ you ? 

A little of all noble qualities : 

I could have kept a hawk, and well have holla’d 
To a deep cry of dogs ; I dare not praise 
My feat in horsemanship, yet they that knew, me 
Would say it was my best piece ; last and greatest, 

I would be thought a soldier. 

Thes. ^ You are perfect. 

Pir. Upon my soul, a proper man ! 

EmL He is so. 

Pir. .How do you like him, lady ? 

Hip. I admire him : 

I have not seen so young a man so noble, 

If he say true, of his sort. 

EmL Believe 

His mother was a wondrous handsome woman ; 

His face methinks goes that w^ay. 

Hip. But his body 

And fiery mind illustrate a brave father, 

Pir. Mark how his virtue, like a hidden sun, 

Breaks through Ms baser garments ! 

Hip. He’s Tvell got, sure. 

Thes. What made you seek this place, sir ? 

^re. Noble Theseus, 

To purchase name, and do my ablest service 
To such a well-found wonder as thy worth ; 

For only in thy court, of all the world, 

Dwells fair-ey’d Honour. 

Pir. All his words are worthy. 
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Tim. Sir, we are mticli indebted to your traYel, 

Nor sliall you lose your wish, — Piritbous, 

Dispose of this fair gentleman. 

Pt/r. Tlianks, Tbeseus. — 

Wliate’er you are, you’re mine; and I shall give you 
To a most noble service, — to this lady, 

This bright young virgin ; pray, observe her goodness : 

You ’ ve honour’d her fair birthday with your virtues, 

And, as your due, you ’re hers; kiss her fair hand, sir. 

Arc. Sir, you ’re a noble giver.— [To Emilia] Dearest 
beauty, 

Thus let me seal my vow’d faith [Kisses her hand] : when 
your servant— 

Your most unworthy creature — but offends you, 

Command him die, he shall. 

Em. That were too cruel. 

If you deserve well, sir, I shall soon see ’t : 

You ’re mine; and somewhat better than your rank 
ni use you. 

Fh\ I’ll see you furnish’d ; and because you say 
You are a horseman, I must needs entreat you 
This afternoon to ride ; but ’tis a rough one. 

Arc. I like him- better, prince; I shall not, then. 

Freeze in my saddle. 

Thes. Sweet, 3^ou must be ready, — 

And you, Emilia, — and you, friend, — and all, — 

To-morrow, by the sun, to do observance 
To flowery May, in Dian’s w’ood. — Wait well, sir. 

Upon your mistress. — Emily, I hope 
He shall not go a-foot. 

Emi. That were a shame, sir, 

While I have horses. — Take your choice ; and what 
You want at any time, let me but know it : 

If you serve faithfully, I dare assure you 
You’ll find a loving mistress. 

Arc. If I do not, 

Let me find that my father ever hated, — 

Disgrace and blows. 

Tkes. Go, lead the way ; you’ve won it ; 

It shall be so : you shall receive all dues 
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Fit for the honour 3 ^on have won ; ’twere wrong else.-— 
Sister, beshrew my heart, you have a servant, 

That, if I were a woman, would be master : 

But you are wise. 

EmL I hope too wise for that, sir, 

[FlouHsh, Exeunt 


Scene V. Athens. Before the prison. 
Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Baugh, Let all the dukes and all the devils roar, 
He is at liberty : I’ve ventur’d for him ; 

And out I’ve brought him to a little wood 
A mile hence : I have sent him, where a cedar, 
Higher than all' the rest, spreads like a plane, 

Fast by a brook ; and there he shall keep close. 

Till I provide him files and food ; for yet 
His iron bracelets are not off. 0 Love, 

What a stout-hearted child thou art ! My father 
Durst better have endur’d cold iron than done it. 

I love him beyond love and beyond reason, 

Or wit, or safety ; I have made him know it : 

I care not ; I am desperate : if the law 

Find me, and then condemn me for’t, some wenches, 

Some honest-hearted maids will sing my dirge, 

And tell to memory my death was noble, 

Dying almost a martyr. That way he takes, 

I purpose is my way too : sure he cannot 
Be so unmanly as to leave me here : 

If he do, maids will not so easily 
Trust men again : and yet he has not thank’d me 
For what I’ve done ; no, not so much as kiss’d me ; 
And that, methinks, is not so well ; nor scarcely 
Could I persuade him to become a freeman. 

He made such scruples of the wrong he did 
To me and to my father* Yet, I hope, 

When he considers more, this love of mine 
Will take more root within Mm : let him do 
What he will with me, so he use me kindly; 



SCENE I.] THE: TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 155 

For use me so he skall, or 111 proclaim him, 

AbcI to his face, no man. Ill presently 
Provide him necessaries, and pack my clothes up. 

And where there is a path of ground 111 venture, 

So he be with me : by him, like a shadow, 

111 ever dwell. Within this hour the whoobub 
Will be all o’er the prison : I am then 
Eassing the man they look for. Farewell, father I 
Get many more such prisoners and such daughters, 

And shortly you may keep yourself. Now to him ! [Exit. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. A forest near Athens. Cornets in sundry places : 

7 ioise and hallooing, as of people a-Maying. 

E-nier Arcite. 

Arc. The duke has lost Hippolyta ; each took 
A several land.^^^^ This is a solemn rite 
They owe bloom’d May, and the Athenians pay it 
To th’ heart of ceremony, 0 queen Emilia, 

Fresher than May, sweeter 

Than her gold buttons on the boughs, or all 

Th’ enamell’d knacks o’ the mead or garden ! yea, 

We challenge too the bank of any nymph. 

That makes the stream seem f owers ; thou, 0 jewel 
O’ the wood, o’ the wmld, hast likewise bless’d a place^^^^ 
With thy sole presence ! In thy rumination 
That I, poor man, might eftsoons come between, 

And chop on some cold thought ! thrice-blessed chance, 

To drop on such a mistress, expectation 

Most guiltless on ’t. Tell me, 0 Lady Fortune,— 

Next after Emily my sovereign, — ^how far 
I may be proud. She takes strong note of me, 

Hath made me near her, and this beauteous morn,. 

The prim’st of all the year, presents me wilh : 
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Jl trace of torses ; two suet steeds migtt well 
Be by a pair of kings tack’d, in a field 
Ttat tteir crowns’ titles tried. Alas, alas. 

Boor cousin Palanion, poor prisoner ! ttou 
So little dream’st upon my fortune, ttat 
Ttou ttink’st ttyself tte tappier tting, to be 
So near Emilia; me ttou deem’st at Ttebes, 

And therein wretched, although free : but if 
Ttou knew’st my mistress breath’d on me, and ttat 
I ear’d ter language, liv’d in ter eye, 0 coz, 

What passion would enclose thee ! 

Enter Palamon out of a bush, ioith Ms shacJdes: he bends his fist at 

Aecite. 

Pal, Traitor kinsman ! 

Ttou stouldst perceive my passion, if these signs 
Of prisonment were off me, and this hand 
But owner of a sword. By all oaths in one, 

I, and the justice of my love, would make thee 
A confess’d traitor! 0 ttou most perfidious 
Ttat ever gently look’d ! the void’st^^®^ of honour 
Ttat e’er bore gentle token I falsest cousin 
Ttat ever blood made kin ! call’st ttou ter thine ? 

I’ll prove it in my shackles, with those hands 
Void of appointment, ttat ttou test, and art 
A very thief in love, a chaffy lord, 

Nor w’^ortt tte name of villain ! Had I a sword, 

And these house-dogs away, — 

Arc, Dear cousin Palamon, — 

Pal, Cozener Arcite, give me language such 
As ttou hast stow’d me feat 

Arc. Not finding in 

Tte circuit of my breast any gross stuff 
To form me like your blazon, holds me to 
This gentleness 'of answer : ’tis your passion 
Ttat thus mistakes ; tte which, to you being enemy. 
Cannot to me be kind. Honour and honesty 
I cherish and depend on, howsoe’er 
You sldp them in me ; and with them, fair coz, 
ril maintain my proceedings. Pray, "be pleas’d 



SCEXE I.] 


THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


157 


To sliow in generous terms your griefs, since that 
Your question ’s with your equal, who professes 
To clear his own way with the mind and sword 
Of a true gentleman. 

Pal That thou durst, Arcite ! 

Are, My coz, my coz, you have been well advertis'd 
How much I dare: you’ve seen me use my sword 
Against th’ advice of fear. Sure, of another 
You would not hear me doubted, but your silence 
Should break out, though i’ the sanctuary. 

Pal Sir, 

I’ve seen you move in such a place, which well 

Might justify your manhood ; you were call’d 

A good knight and a bold : but the whole week ’s not fair, 

If any day it rain. Their valiant temper 

Men lose -when they incline to treachery; 

And then they fight like compell’d bears, would fly 
Were they not tied. 

Arc, Kinsman, you might as well 

Speak this, and act it in your glass, as to 
His ear which now disdains you. 

Pal Gome up to me : 

Quit me of these cold gyves, give me a sword, 

Though it be rusty, and the charity 
Of one meal lend me ; come before me then, 

A good sword in thy hand, and do but say 

That Emily is thine, I will forgive 

The trespass thou hast done me, yea, my life. 

If then thou carry ’t ; and brave souls in shades, 

That have died manly, which w-ill seek of me 
Some news from earth, they shall get none but this, 

That thou art brave and noble. 

Are, Be content. 

Again betake you to your hawthorn-house : 

With counsel of the night, I will be here 
With wholesome viands ; these impediments 
Will I file off; you shall have garments, and 
Perfumes to kill the smell o’ the prison ; after, 

M hen you shall stretch yourself, and say but, Arcite, 

I am in plight,” there shall be at your choice 
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Both sword and armour. 

Pal. 0 you heavens, dare any 

So noble bear a guilty baseness none 
But only Arcite ; therefore none but Arcite 
In this kind is so bold. 

Arc, Sweet Palamon, — 

Pal, I do embrace you and your offer : for 
Your offer do ’t I only, sir ; your person, 

Without hypocrisy, I may not wish 

More than my sword’s edge on ’t. \Horns tvmdecl wiilm. 

Arc, Youhearthehorns: 

Enter your muset/'^Mest this match between ’s 
Be cross’d ere met. Give me your hand ; farewell : 

111 bring you every needful thing : I pray you, 

Take comfort, and be strong. 

Pal, Pray, hold your promise, 

And do the deed with a bent brow : most certain 
You love me not : be rough with me, and pour 
This oil out of your language. By this air, 

I could for each word give a cuff ; my stomach 
Not reconcil’d by reason.^^^^ 

Arc, Plainly spoken ! 

Yet pardon me hard language : when I spur 
My horse, I chide him not ; content and anger. 

In me have but one face. [Horns wimlecl again. 

Hark, sir ! they call 

The scatter’d to the banquet : you must guess 
I have an office there. 

Pal. Sir, your attendance 

Cannot please heaven ; and I know your office 
Unjustly is achiev’d. 

Arc, I’ve^^^^ a good title, ’ 

I am persuaded ; this question, sick between ’s, 

By bleeding must be cur’d. I am a suitor 
That to your sword you will bequeath this plea. 

And talk of it no more. 

Pal, But this one word : 

You’re going now to gaze upon my^mistress ; 

For, note you, mine she is, — 

Arc, 


Nay, then, — 
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PaL Nay, pray you — 

You talk of feeding me to breed me strengtli ; 

You’re going now to look upon a sun 

That strengthens what it looks on; there you have 

A Tantage o’er me : but enjoy it till 

I may enforce my remedy. Farewell. \Ex$wnt SQvevdlly^ 


Scene II. Another y art of the forest. 

Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Daugh. He has mistook the brake^^^^ I meant; is gone 
After his fancy. ’Tis now well-nigh morning ; 

No matter : would it were perpetual night, 

And darkness lord o’ the world ! — Hark ! ’tis a wolf : 

In me hath grief slain fear, and, but for one thing, 

I care for nothing, and that ’s Palamon : 

I reck not if the wolves would jaw me, so 
Ha had this file. What if I holla’d for him ? 

I cannot holla : if I whoop’d, what then ? 

If he not answer’d, I should call a wolf, 

And do him but that service. I have heard 
Strange howls this live-long night : why may ’t not be 
They have made prey of him? he has no weapons ; 

He cannot run ; the jingling of his gyves 
Might call fell things to listen, -who have in them 
A sense to know a man unarm’d, and can 
Smell w’here resistance is. I’ll set it dovm 
He’s torn to pieces ; they howl’d many together, 

And then they fed on him : so much for that ! 

Be bold to ring the bell ; how stand I, then ? 

All ’s char’d when he is gone. No, no, I lie ; 

My father ’s to be bang’d for his escape ; 

Myself to beg, if I priz’d life so much 
As to deny my act ; but that I would not, 

Should I try death by dozens. — I am mop’d : 

Food took I none these two days ; once, indeed, 

I sipp’d some water ; I’ve not clos’d mine eyas, 

Save when my lids scour’d off their brine/®®^ Alas, 
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Dissolve^ my life ! let not mj sense unsettle, 

Lest I should drown, or stab, or hang myself ! 

0 state of nature, fail together in me, 

Since thy best props are warp’d ! — So, which way now ? 

The best way is the next way to a grave : 

Each errant step beside is torment. Lo, 

The moon is down, the crickets chirp, the screech-owl 
Calls in the dawn ! all offices are done, 

Save what I fail in : but the point is this, 

An end, and that is all. [Krif. 


Scene III. The same part of the forest as in Scene I. 

Eriter Aecitb, ivitli meat^ loine^ files, 

Are. I should be near the place. — Ho, cousin Palamon ! 

Enter Palamon. 

FaL Arcite ? 

Are. The same : I’ve brought you food and files. 

Come forth, and fear not; here ’s no Theseus. 

PaL Nor none so honest, Arcite.^®^^ 

Are. That’s no matter : 

We’!! argue that hereafter. Come, take courage ; 

You shall not die thus beastly : here, sir, drink ; 

I know you’re faint ; then I’ll talk further with you. 

Pal. Arcite, thou mightst now poison me. 

I might ; 

But I must fear you first. Sit down ; and, good, now, 

No more of these vain parleys ; let us not, 

Having our ancient reputation with us, 

Make talk for fools and cowards. To your health 

[Drinks. 

Pal. Do. 

Are. Pray, sit down, then ; and let me entreat you, 
By all the honesty and honour in you, 

No mention of this woman ! ’twill disturb us ; 

We shall have time enough. 

Well, sir, I’ll pledge you. [Drinks. 
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Ar 


re: Brink a good kearty draught ; it breeds good bloody 


man. 


I’m glad 


[Eats-. 


Bo not you feel it thaw you ? 

PaL Stay; 111 tell you 

After a draught or two more . 

jirc. Spare it not; 

The duke has more, coz. JEat now. 

Pal. Yes. 

/Ire. 

You have so good a stomach. 

Pal I tim gladder 

I haye so good meat to ’t. 

Are- Is ’t not mad lodging 

Here in the wild woods, cousin ? 

PaL Yes, for them 

That haye wild consciences. 

Are- How tastes your yictuals? 

Your hunger needs no sauce, I see. 

Pal Not much ; 

But if it did, yours is too tart, sweet cousin. 

What is this ? 

Are. Yenison. 

Pal ’Tis a lusty meat. 

Give me more wine :* here, Arcite, to the wenches 

We ’va known in our days ! The lord-steward’s daughter; 

Bo you remember her ? 

Arc. After you, coz. 

Pal. She lov’d a black-hair’d man. 

A re. She did so : weU, sir ? 

Pal And I have heard some call him Arcite ; and — 

Are. Out with it, faith ! 

Pal She met him in an arbour : 

W'hat did she there, coz ? play o’ the virginals ? 

Are. Something she did, sir. 

Pal Made her groan a montJi for ’t; 

Or two, or three, or ten. 

The marshal’s sister 

Had her share too, as I remember, cousin. 

Else there he tales abroad : youll pledge her ? . 

’ BuL ^ Y#y--'r 

Toll. TOI. 
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Atg. a pretty brown wench ’tis : there was a time 
When young men went a-h anting, and a wood, 

And a broad beech ; and thereby hangs a tale.— 

Heigh-ho ! 

FaL For Emily, npon my life ! Fool, 

Away with this strain’d mirth ! I say again, 

That sigh was breath’d for Emily : base cousin, 

Dar’st thou break first ? 

Am. You’re wide. 

PaL By heaven and earth, 

There’s nothing in thee honest. 

Arc. Then I’ll leave you : 

You are a beast now, 

PaL As thou mak’st me, traitor. 

Arc. There’s all things needful, — files, and shirts, and 
perfumes : 

I’ll come again some two hours hence, and bring 
That that shall quiet all. 

PaL A sword and armour ? 

Arc. Fear me not. You are now too foul : farewell : 

Get off your trinkets ; you shall -want nought. 

Pal. Sirrah, — 

Arc. I’ll hear no more, \_ExiL 

Pal. If he keep touch, he dies for ’t. 

\_Exit 


Scene IV, Another ^art of the forest 
Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 

DaugJi. I’m very cold; and all the stars are out too, 
'The little stars, and all that look like aglets : 

The sun has seen my folly, Paiamon ! 

Alas, no ! he’s in heaven. — Where am I now ? — 

Yonder ’s the sea, and there’s a ship ; how ’t tumbles ! 
And there’s a rock lies watching under water ; 

Now, now, it beats upon it j now, now, now. 

There’s a leak sprung, a sound one ; how they cry ! 
Spoom her^^^ before the wind, you’ll lose all else ; 
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Up with a course or two, and tack about, boys : 

Good night, good night ; ye’re gone.— I’m very hungry : 
Would I could find a fine frog 1 he would tell me 
News from all parts o’ the world ; then would I make 
A carack of a cockle-shell, and sail 
By east and north-east to the King of Pigmies, 

For he tells foi'tunes rarely. Now, my father, 

Twenty to one, is truss’d up in a trice 

To-morrow morning: ril say never a word. l_Sings. 

For ril cut my green coat a foot above my knee; 

And I’ll clip my yellow locks an inch below mine e’e : 

Hey, nonny, nonny, nonuy. 

He buy me a white cut, forth for to ride, 

And I’ll go seek him through the world that is so wide : 

Hey, nonny, nonny, nonny. 

0 for a prick now, like a nightingale, 

To put my breast against ! I shall sleep like a top else. lEmt» 


Scene V. A nother part of the forest. 

Enter Gburold, four Countrymen as Morris-dancers, another as the 
TidLYim, five Wenches, and a Taborer. 

Ger. Fie, fie ! 

What tediosity and disensanity 

Is here among ye ! Have my rudiments 

Been labour’d so long with ye, milk’d unto ye, 

And, by a figure, even the very plum -broth 
And marrow of my understanding laid upon ye. 

And do you still cry Where,” and ^^How,” and ^'Where- 
fore?” 

You most coarse frize capacities, ye jane judgments, 

Have I said Thus let be,” and There let be,” 

And Then let be,” and no man understand me ? 

Prok Dmm, medms fidiuSf ye ai*e all dunces ! . 

For why here stand I; here the duke comes; there are you. 
Close in the thicket ; the duke appears ; I meet him, 

And unto him I utter learned things 




And many figitres ; lie hears, ana noas, ana m 
And tten cries “ Bare !” and I go forward ; at 
I fling my cap up ; mark there ! then do you, 
As once did Meleager and the boar, 

Break comely out before him, like true loyers, 
Cast yourselves in a body decently. 

And sweetly, by a figure, trace and turn, boys. 
First Coun. And sweetly we will do it, Ma 
Sec. Coun. Draw up the company. Wher< 
Third Coun. Why, Timothy ! 

Tah. ^ ... 

Ger. But I say where’s their women ? _ 

Fourth Coun. “ — 7 

Sec. Coun, 


Here, my mad boys ; have at ye ! 

- - O 

Here’s Friz and Maudlin. 
And little Luce with the white legs, and bounc- 
ing Barbary. 

First Coun. And freckled Nell, that never fail’d her master . 
Ger. Where be your ribands, maids ? swim with your 
bodies, 

And carry it sweetly and deliverly ; • 

And now and then a favour and a frisk. 

Nell. Let us alone, sir. 

Where’s the rest o’ the music ? 
Third Co^m. Dispers’d as you commanded. 

Couple, then,r 

And see what’s wanting. Where’s the Bavian ? 

My friend, carry your tail without offence 
Or scandal to the ladies ; and be sure 
You tumble with audacity and manhood ; 

And when you bark, do it with judgment. 

Bar. . Yes, sir. ^ 

Ger. Quo usqxie tandem^ here’s a woman wanting. 
Fourth Coun. We may go whistle ; all the fat’s i’ the fire. 
Ger. We have, 

As learned authors utter, wash’d a tile ; 

W'e have heenfatimsy and labour’d vainly. 

Sec. Coun. This is that scornful piece, that scurvy hilding; 
That gave her promise faithfully she would 
•Be here, Cicely the sempster’s daughter : 

The next gloves that I give her shall be dog-skin ; 

Nay, an she fail me once — You can tell, Areas, 


i 
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She swore, by wine ancito^ she would not break. 

(j^r. An eel and woman, • 

A learned poet says, unless by the tail 
And with thy teeth thou hold, will either fail. 

In manners this was false position. 

Pint Coun. A fire ill take her does she flinch now ? 
Third Gown, What 

Shall we determine, sir ? 

Ger. Nothing; 

Our business is become a nullity. 

Yea, and a woful and a piteous nullity. 

Fourth Court, Now, when the credit of our town lay on it, 
Now to be frampal, now to piss o’ the nettle ! 

•Oo thy ways ; 111 remember thee, 111 fit thee ! 


Enter Gaoler’s Daughter, and sings. 

The George alow came from the south, 

From the coast of Barbary-a ; 

And there he met with brave gallants of war, 

By one, by two, by three-a. 

Well hail’d, well hail’d, you jolly gallants 1 
And whither now are you bound-a? 

0, let me have your company 

Till B87> come to the Sound-a 1 

There was three fools fell out about an howlet : 

The one said it was an owl ; 

The other he said nay ; 

The third he said it was a hawk, 

And her bells were cut away. 

Third Conn. There’s a dainty mad woman, master, 
•Come i’ the nick ; as mad as a March hare : 

If we can get her dance, we ’re made again ; 

I warrant her shell do the rarest gambols. 

First Coim. A mad woman ! we are made, boys. 

Ger. And are yon mad, good woman ? 

Daugh. Td be sorry else. 

Cive me your hand. 

JDaugh. I can tell your fortune : 
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You are a fool. Tell ten. Tve pos’d him. Buzz ! 

Friend, you must eat no white hx^ead ; if you do, 

Your teeth will bleed exti^emely. Shall we dance, ho ? 

I know you ; you’re a tinkei* ; sirrah tinker, 

Stop no more holes but what you should. 

(}c7\ ioni ! 

A tinkei*, damsel ! 

Daugk, Or a conjurer : 

Eaise me a devil now, and let him play 
Qui passco o’ the bells and bones. 

Ger. Go, take her, 

And fluently persuade her to a peace 
Et opiis^' exegi, quod nec Jovis ira, nec ignis — 

Strike up, and lead her in. 

Sec. Cotm. Come, lass, Jet’s trip it. 

Daugh. I’ll lead. 

ThM Conn. Do, do. [Homs tvinded within. 

Ger. Persuasively and cunningly ; away, boys ! 

I hear the horns : give me some meditation, 

And mark your cue. • [Exeunt all excep^t Gerrold. 

Pallas inspire me ! 

Enter Theseus, Pirithous, Hippolyta, Emilia, Arcite, and 

Train. 

Thes. This way the stag took. 

Geo\ Stay and edify. 

Thes. What have we here ? 

Fir. Some country sport, upon my life, sir. 

Thes. Well, sir, go forward ; w^ will edify. — 

Ladies, sit down: well stay it. 

Gcr. Thou doughty duke, all hail ! All hail, sweet ladies I 
Thes. This is a cold beginning.^'^^^ 

Ger. If you but favour, our country pastime made is. 

We are a few of those collected here, 

That ruder tongues distinguish villager ; 

And, to say verity and not to fable. 

We are a merry rout, or else a rable, 

^ Mt ajpus, &c.] Erom Ovid; 

^ ** Jamqne opus quod nec dovis ira, nec ignes,” Arc. 

' Met.xr.S71. 
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Or company, or, by a %ure, 

That Tore thy dignity will dance a naorris. 

And I, that am the rectifier of all. 

By title pmdagogus, that let fall 

The birch npoii the breeches of the small ones, 

And humble with a ferula the tall ones, 

Do here present this machine, or this frame: 

And, dainty duke, w^hose doughty dismal fame 
From Dis to Diedalus, from post to pillar. 

Is blown abroad, help me, thy poor well- wilier. 

And, with thy twinkling eyes, look right and straigjit 
Upon this mighty morr— of mickle weight — 

Is — now comes in, which being glu’d together 
Makes morris, and the cause that we came hither, 

The body of our sport, of no small study. 

I first appear, though rude and raw and muddy, 

To speak, before thy noble grace, this tenner 
At w^hose great feet I offer up my penner : 

The next, the Lord of May and Lady bright. 

The Chambermaid and Servingman, by night 
That seek out silent hanging :^^‘^^then mine Host 
And his fat spouse, that welcome to his cost^^^^ 

The galled traveller, and with a beckoning 
Inform the tapster to inflame the reckoning : 

Then the beast-eating^^^^ Clowm, and next the Fool, 

The Bavian, with long tail and eke long tool ; 

Cum miiltis aliis that make a dance : 

Say Aj,’^ and all shall presently advance. 

Thes, Ay, ay, by any means, dear domine. 

Pir, Produce. 

GerP^'^ Intrate,filii ; come forth, and foot it. 

Jle-enter the four Countrymen, the Bavian, the five Wenches, and the 
Laborer, accompanied hy the Gaoler’s Daughter, and others of 
hath sexes. They dance a morris. 

Ladies, if we have been merry, 

And have pleas’d ye^^®^ with a derry, 

And a derry, and a down, 

Say the schoolmaster’s no clown. 

Duke, if we have pleas’d thee too, 
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And have done as good boys sliould do, 

Give us but a tree or twain 
For a Maypole, and again, 

Ere another year run out, 

We’ll make thee laugh, and all this rout. 

Thes. Take twenty, domine. — How does my sweetheart ? 
Hip, Never so pleas’d, sir. 

Emi, ’Twas an excellent dance ; and for a preface, 

I never heard a better. 

Thes, Schoolmaster, I thank you. — 

One see ’em all rewarded. 

Plr, And here’s something [Gives money. 

To paint your pole withal. 

Thes, Now to our sports again. 

Ger, May the stag thou hunt’st stand long, 

And thy dogs be swift and strong ! 

May they kill him without lets, 

And the ladies eat his doucets ! 

[Exeunt Theseus^ PWithous, Hippolyta, Emilia, Arcite, 
and Train, Horns winded as they go out. 

Come, we ’re all made. Dii Deceque omnes I 

Ye have danc’d rarely, wenches. [Exeunt, 


Scene VI. The same part of the forest as in Scene III, 

Enter Palamon from the hush. 

Pal, About this hour my cousin gave his faith 
To visit me again, and with him bring . 

Two swords and two good armours : if he fail, 

He’s neither man nor soldier. When he left me, 

I did not think a week could have restor’d 
My lost strength to me, I was grown so low 
And crest-fall’n with my wants : I thank thee, Arcite, 
Thou’rt yet a fair foe ; and I feel myself, 

With this refreshing, able once again 

To outdure danger. To delay it longer 

Would make the world think, w^hen it comes to hearing. 

That I lay fatting like a swine, to fight, 
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And not a soldier : therefore, this Blest morning 
Shall be the last ; and that sword be refuses, 

If it but hold, I kill him with ; ^tis justice: 

So, lo¥e and fortune for me ! 

Enter ARcmm ivith armours and sivo7'ds, 

0, good morrow. 

Arc. Good morrow, noble kinsman. 

Pcd. I have put you 

To too much pains,’ sir. 

Arc. That too much, fair cousin, 

Is but a debt to honour and my duty. 

Pal, Would you were so in ail, sir ! I could wish ye 
As kind a kinsman as you force me find 
A beneficial foe, that my embraces 
Might thank ye, not my blows. 

Arc, 1 shall think either, 

Well done, a noble recompense. 

Pal, Then I shall quit you. 

Arc, Defy me in these fair terms, and you show 
More than a mistress to me : no more anger, 

As you love any thing that's honourable : 

We were not bred to talk, man ; when we're arm’d, 

And both upon our guards, then let our fury, 

Like meeting of two tides, fly strongly from us ; 

And then to whom the birthright of this beauty 
Truly pertains — without upbraidings, scorns, 

Despisings of our persons, and such poutings. 

Fitter for girls and schoolboys — will be seen. 

And quickly, yours or mine. Wilt please you arm, sir '? 
Or, if you feel yourself not fitting yet, 

And furnish’d with your old strength, 111 stay, cousin. 
And every day discourse you into health. 

As I am spar’d ; your person I am friends with ; 

And I could wish I had not said I lov’d her. 

Though I had died ; but, loving such a lady. 

And justifying my love, I must not fly from 


PuL Arcite, thou ai't so brave an enemy. 
That no man but thy cousin’s fit to kill thee : 
I’m well and lusty; choose your arms. 
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Choose you, sir. 

Pal. Wilt thou exceed in all, or dost thou do it 
To make me spare thee ? 

Arc. If you think so, cousin, 

You are deceiv’d ; for, as I am a soldier, 

I will not spare you. 

Pal. That’s well said. 

. . Arc. You’ll find it. 

Pal. Then, as I am an honest man, and love 
With all the justice of affection, 

I’ll pay thee soundly. This I’ll take. 

• Arc. That’s mine, then. 

I’ll arm you first. \Proceecls to put on Palamon^s armour. 

Pal. Do. Pray thee, tell me, cousin, 

Where gott’st thou this good armour ? 

Arc. ’Tisthoduke’s; 

And, to say true, I stole ’t. Do I pinch you ? 

Pal. No. 

Arc. Is’t not too heavy ? 

Pal. I have worn a lighter ; 

But I shall make it serve. 

Arc. I’ll buckle ’t close. 

PaZ. By any means. 

Arc. You care not for a grand-guard ? 

Pah No, no; we’ll use no horses: I perceive 
You’d fain be at that fight. 

Arc. I am indifferent. 

Pal. Faith, so am I. Good cousin, thrust the buckle 
Through far enough. 

Arc. I warrant you. 

Pal. ‘ My casque now. 

Arc. Will you fight bare-arm’d ? 

Pal. We shall be the nimbler.* 

Arc. But use your gauntlets though : those are o’ the least ; 
Prithee, take mine, good cousin. 

Pal. Thank you, Arcite. 

How do I look ? am I falTn much away ? 

Arc. Faith, very little ; Love has us’d you kindly. 

Pal. I’ll warrant thee I’ll strike home. 

Arc. 


Do, and spare not. 
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ril give yon cause, sweet consin. 

FaL Now to yon, sir, 

[Proceeds to 0)1 Arcite'^ armoiir 
Metlimks this armour’s very like that, Arcite, 

Thou wor’st that day the three kings fell, but lighter. 

Arc, That was a very good one ; and that day, 

I well remember, yon outdid me, cousin ; 

I never saw such valour : when yon charg’d ||^ 

Upon the left wing of the enemy, 

I spurr’d hard to come up, and under me 
I had a right good horse. 

PaL Yon had indeed ; 

A bright bay, I remember. 

Arc. Yes. But all 

Was vainly labour’d in me; you outw’-ent me. 

Nor could my wishes reach you : yet a little 
I did by imitation. 

Pal. More by virtue ; 

You’re modest, consin. 

Arc. When I saw yon charge first. 

Me thought I heard a dreadful clap of thunder 
Break from the troop. 

Pal. But still before that flew 

The lightning of your valour. Stay a little : 

Is not this piece too strait ? 

Arc. No, no; ’tis w^ell. 

Pal. I would have nothing hurt thee but my sword ; 

A bruise would be dishonour. 

Arc. Now I’m perfect. 

Pal. Stand off, then. 

Arc. Take my sword ; I hold it better.. 

Pal. I thank ye, no ; keep it ; your life lies on it : 

Here’s one, if it but hold, I ask no more 

For all my hopes. My cause and honour guard me ! 

Arc. And me my love ! 

[They how several ivays ; then advance and stand. 

Is there aught else to say ? 

Pal. This only, and no more. Thou art mine aunt’s son, 
And that blood we desire to shed is mutual ; 

In me thine, and in thee mine : my sword 
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Is in my hand, and, if thou killest me, 

The gods and I forgive thee : if there be 
A place prepar’d for those that sleep in honour, 

I wish his weary soul that falls may win it. 

Fight bravely, cousin : give me thy noble hand. 

Arc, Here, Palamon : this hand shall never more 
Come near thee with such friendship. 

Pal. I commend thee. 

A 7 *c. If I fall, curse me, and say I was a coward ; 

For none but such dare die in these just trials.^^^^ 

Once more, farewell, my cousin. 

Pal. Farewell, Arcite. 

[They fight. Horns loinclecl toithin: they stand, 

Arc. Lo, cousin, lo ! our folly has undone us. 

Pal. Why? 

Arc. This is the duke, a-hunting as I told you ; 

If we be found, we’re wretched ; 0, retire, 

For honour’s sake and safety, presently 
Into your bush again, sir ; we shall find 
Too many hours to die in. Gentle cousin, 

If you be seen, you perish instantly 

For breaking prison ; and I, if you reveal me, 

For my contempt : then all the world will scorn us, 

And say we had a noble difference, 

But base disposers of it. 

Pal. No, no, cousin ; 

I will no more be hidden, nor put off 
This great adventure to a second trial : 

I know your cunning and I know your cause : 

He that faints now, shame take him ! Put thyself 
Upon thy present guard, — 

Arc. ■ You are not mad ? 

Pal. Or I will make th’ advantage of this hour 
Mine own ; and what to come shall threaten me, 

I fear less than my fortune. Know, weak cousin, 

I love Emilia ; and in that I’ll bury 
Thee, and all crosses else. 

Then, come what can come. 

Thou shalt know, Palamon, I dare as well 
Die as discourse or sleep : only this fears me. 


scEXK vi.j THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. IV ^ 

The law will have the honour of our ends. 

Have at thy life ! 

Pal. Look to thine own well, Arcite. 

[They fight. Horns winded within. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Emilia, PimTHOtfs, 

Thes. What ignorant and mad-malicious traitors 
Are you, that, 'gainst the tenour of my laws, 

Are making battle, thus like knights appointed, 

Without my leave, and officers of arms? 

By Castor, both shall die. 

Pal. Hold thy word, Theseus : 

We're certainly both traitors, both despisers 
Of thee and of thy goodness : I am Palamon, 

That cannot love thee, he that broke thy prison ; 

Think well what that deserves : and this is Arcite ; 

A bolder traitor neverftrod thy ground, 

A falser ne'er seem'd friend : this is the man 
Was begg’d and banish'd : this is he contemns thee 
And what thou dar’st do ; and in this disguise, 

Against thy own edict, follows thy sister, 

That fortunate bright star, the fair Emilia ; 

Whose servant — if there be a right in seeing, 

And first bequeathing of the soul to — ^justly 
I am ; and, which is more, dares think her his. 

This treachery, like a most trusty lover, 

I call’d him now to answer : if thou be’st, 

As thou art spoken, great and virtuous. 

The true decider of all injuries. 

Say Eight again !” and thou shalt see me, Theseus, 

Do such a justice thou thyself wilt envy : 

Then take my life ; I'll woo thee to't. 

Pu\ 0 heaven, 

What more than man is this 1 

Thes. Eve sworn. 

Arc. We seek not 

Thy breath of mercy, Theseus : 'tis to me 
A thing as soon to die as thee to say it. 

And no more mov’d. Where this man calls me traitor. 

Let me say thus much : if in love be treason. 
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In service of so excellent a beauty, 

As I love most, and in that faith will perish, 

As I have brought my life here to confirm it, 

As I have serv’d her truest, worthiest. 

As I dare kill this cousin that denies it, 

So let me be most traitor, and ye please me. 

For scorning thy edict, duke, ask that lady 
Why she is fair, and why her eyes command me 
Stay here to love her ; and, if she say traitor,” 

I am a villain fit to lie unburied. 

PaL Thou shalt have pity of us both, 0 Theseus, 

If unto neither thou show mercy ; stop, 

As thou art just, thy noble ear against us ; 

As thou art valiant, for thy cousin’s soul, 

Whose twelve strong labours crown his memory, 

Let’s die together, at one instant, duke ; 

Only a little let him fall before me, 

That I may tell my soul he shall not have her. 

Thes, I grant your wish ; for, to say true, your cousin 
Has ten times more offended, for I gave him 
More mercy than you found, sir, your offences 
Being no more than his. — ^None here speak for ’em; 

For, ere the sun set, both shall sleep for ever. 

Hip. Alas, the pity !— Now or never, sister, 

Speak, not to be denied : that face of yours 
Will bear the curses else of after-ages 
For these lost cousins. 

Hmi. In my face, dear sister, 

I find no anger to ’em, nor no ruin ; 

The misadventure of their own eyes kill ’em 
Yet that I will be woman and have pity, 

My knees shall grow to the ground but I’ll get mercy. 

Help me, dear sister : in a deed so virtuous 
The powers of all women will be with us. — 

Most royal brother,— [Tkeij bieeL 

Hip. Sir, by our tie of marriage, — 

Emi. By your own spotless honour, — 

By that faith, 

That fair'hand, and that honest heart you gave me, — 

EmL By that you would have pity in another, 
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By your own virtues mfinite, — 

JE%. By valour, 

By all the chaste nights I have ever pleas’d you, — 

Thes, These are strange conjurings. 

Pvr. Nay, then, ITl in too [Kneels . 

By all our friendship, sir, by all our dangers, 

By all you love most, wars, and this sweet lady, — 

EniL By that you would have trembled to deny 
A blushing maid, — 

Hip, By your own eyes, by strength, 

In which you swore I went beyond all women, 

Almost all men, and yet I yielded, Theseus, — 

Pir, To crown all this, by your most noble soul, 

Which cannot want due mercy, I beg first. 

Hip, Next, hear my prayers. 

Emi, Last, let me entreat, sir. 

Pir, For mercy. 

Hip, Mercy. 

Eini, Mercy on these princes. 

Thes, Ye make my faith reel : say I felt 
Compassion to ’em both, how would you place it? 

Emi, Upon their lives ; but with their banishments, 
Thes, You’re a right woman, sister ; you have pity, 

But want the understanding where to use it. 

If you desire their lives, invent a way 
Safer than banishment : can these two live. 

And have the agony of love about ’em, 

And not kill one another ? every day 

They’d fight about you ; hourly bring your honour 

In public question with their swords. Be wise, then, 

And here forget ’em ; it concerns your credit 
And my oath equally ; I’ve said they die : 

Better they fall by the law than one another. 

Bow not my honour. 

EmL 0 my noble brother, 

That oath was rashly made, and in your anger ; 

Your reason will not hold it : if such vows 
Stand for express will, all the world must perish. 

Beside, I have another oath ’gainst yours, 

Of more authority, I’m sure more love ; 
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Not made in passion neither, but good heed. 

Tiles, What- is it, sister? 

Pir. Urge it home, brave lady. 

Emi. That yon would ne’er deny me any thing 
Fit for my modest suit and your free granting : 

I tie you to your word now ; if ye faiF^^^ in ’t, 

Think how you maim your honour,- — 

For now I’m set a-begging, sir, I’m deaf 
To all but your compassion ; how their lives 
Might breed the ruin of my name’s opinion • 

Shall any thing that loves me perish for me ? 

That were a cruel wisdom : do men proin^^°^^ 

The straight young boughs that blush with thousand blossoms, 
Because they may be rotten ? 0 Duke Theseus, 

The goodly mothers that have groan’d for these, 

And all the longing maids that ever lov’d them,^^®^^ 

If your vow stand, shall curse me and my beauty, 

And in their funeral songs for these two cousins 
Despise my cruelty, and cry woe-worth me, 

Till I am nothing but the scorn of women. 

For heaven’s sake save their lives, and banish ’em. 

Thes, On what conditions ? 

Emu Swear ’em never more 

To make me their contention or to know me. 

To tread upon thy dukedom, and to be. 

Wherever they shall travel, ever strangers 
To one another. 

Pal. I’ll be cut a-pieces 

Before I take this oath : forget I love her ? 

0 all ye gods, despise me, then. Thy banishment 

1 not mislike, so we may fairly carry 

Our swords and cause along ; else, never trifle, 

But take our lives, duke : I must love, and will ; 

And for that love must and dare kill this cousin, 

On any piece the earth has. 

Will you, Arcite, 

Take these conditions? 

He’s a villain, then. 

Pir. These are men ! 

Atc, No, never, duke; ’tis worse to me than begging. 
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To take my life SO basely. Though I tbink 
I never shall -enjoy her, yet 111 preserve 
The honour of affection, and die for her. 

Make death a devil. 

Thes. What may be done? for now I feel compassion.. 
Vir, Let it not fall again, sir. 

Thes. Say, Emilia, 

If one of them were dead, as one must, are you 
Content to take the other to your husband ? 

They cannot both enjoy you ; they are princes 
As goodly as your own eyes, and as noble 
As ever fame yet spoke of: look upon 'em, 

And, if you can love, end this difference ; 

I give consent. — Are you content too, princes ? 

Pal, ) souls. 

Arc. ) 

Thes, He that she refuses 

Must die, then. 

. Any death thou canst invent, duke. 

Pal. If I fall from that mouth, I fall with favour. 

And lovers yet unborn shall bless my ashes. 

Arc. If she refuse me, yet my grave will wed me, 

And soldiers sing my epitaph. 

Thes, Make choice, then. 

Emi. I cannot, sir ; they're both too excellent ; 

Eor me, a hair shall never fall of these men. 

Hip, What will become of 'em ? 

Thes, Thus I ordain it : 



And, by mine honour, once again it stands, 

Or both shall die. — You shall both to your country ; 
And each, within this month, accompanied 
With three fair knights, appear again in this place, 
In which I’ll plant a pyramid ; and whether, 

Before us that are here, can force his cousin 
By fair and knightly strength to touch the pillar. 

He shall enjoy her ; th' other lose his head. 

And all his friends ; nor shall he grudge to fall, 

Nor think he dies with interest in this lady. 

Will this content ye ? 

VOL. VIII. 
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PaL . Yes. — Here, consin Arcite, 

I’m friends again till that hour. 

Arc. I embrace ye. 

Thes. Are you content, sister ? 

Emi. Yes; I must, sir; 

Else both miscarry. 

Thes. Come, shake hands again, then; 

And take heed, as you’re gentlemen, this quarrel 
Sleep till the hour prefix’d, and hold your course. 

PaL We dare not fail thee, Theseus. 

Thes. Come, I’ll give ye 

Now usage like to princes and to friends. 

When return, who wins, I’ll settle here; 

Who loses, yet I’ll weep upon his bier. lExeunt, 


Scene I. Athens. A room in the ^prison. 

Enter Gaoler and First Friend. 

Gaoler. Hear you no more ? was nothing said of me 
Concerning the escape of Palamon ? 

Good sir, remember. 

First Friend. Nothing that I heard ; 

For I came home before the business 
Was fully ended : yet I might perceive. 

Ere I departed, a great likelihood 

Of both their pardons ; for Hippolyta 

And fair-ey’d Emily upon their knees 

Begg’d with such handsome pity, that the duke 

Methought stood staggering whether he should follow 

His rash oath, or the sweet compassion 

Of those two ladies ; and to second them. 
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All shall be well : neither heard I one question 

Of your name or his scape. . , , 

Gaoler. Pray heaven, it hold so . 

Second Iriend. 

Sec. Friend. Be of good comfort, man : I bring you news, 
Crood news. 

OaoZer. They’re welcome. 

Sec. Friend. Palamon has clear’d you, 

And got your pardon, and discover’d how ^ 

And by whose means he scap’d, which was your daughter s, 
Whose pardon is procur’d too ; and the prisoner 

Not to be held ungrateful to her goodness 

Has given a sum of money to her marriage, 

A large one. I’ll assure you. 

Gaoler. Ye’re a good man, 

And ever bring good news. 

First Friend. How was it ended ? 

Sec. Friend. Why, as it should be ; they that never begg d 

But they prevail’d, had their suits fairly granted : 

The prisoners have their lives. 

First Friend. I knew ’twould be so. 

See. Friend. But there be new conditions, which you’ll 
hear of 

At better time. 

Gaoler. I hope they’re good. 

Sec. Friend. They’re honourable : 

How good they’ll prove, I know not. 

First Friend. ’TwiU be known. 

JEnterWooex. . 

Wooer. Alas, sir, where’s your daughter?’ 

Gaohr. ■ Why do you ask? 

Wooer. 0, sir, when did you see her ? 

Sec. Friend. How he looks ! 

Gaoler. This morning. 

Wooer. Was she well ? was she in health, sir ? 

When^^^®^ did she sleep ? 

First Friend. These are strange q^uestions. 

Gaoler. I do not think she was very well f for, no-w 
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You make me mind her, but this very daj 
I ask*d her questions, and she answer'd me 
So far from what she was, so childishly, 

So sillily, as if she were a fool, 

An innocent ; and I was very angry. 

But what of her, sir? 

JVooer, Nothing but my pity : 

But you must know it,* and as good by me 
As by another that less loves her. 

Gaoler, Well, sir? 

First Friend, light? 

Sec, Friend, Not well? 

Wooer, No, sir ; not well :: 

'Tis too true, she is mad. 

First Friend, It cannot be. 

TFooer. Believe, you’ll find it so. 

Gaoler, I half suspected 

What you have^^^^^ told me ; .the gods comfort her ! 

Either this was her love to Palamon, 

Or fear of my miscarrying on his scape, 

Or both. 

Gaoler, But why all this haste, sir? 

Wooer, I’ll tell you quickly. As I late was angling 
In the great lake that lies behind the palace, 

From the far’ shore, thick set with reeds and sedges, 

As patiently I was attending sport, 

I heard a voice, a shrill one ; and attentive 
I gave my ear ; when I might well perceive 
’Twas one that sqng, and, by the smallness of it, 

A boy or womap# I then left my angle 
To lup own skill, came near, but yet perceiv’d not 
Who Made the sound, the rushes and the reeds 
Had so encompass’d it : I laid me down. 

And listen’d to the words she sung; for then, 

Through a small glade cut by the fishermen, 

I saw it was your daughter. 

Gaoler, Pray, go on, sir. 

Wooer, She sung much, but no sense ; only I heard her 
llepeat this often, Palamon is gone. 



* SCENE 1.] THE TWO HOBLE EIHSMEN. 

Is gone to the wood to gather mulberries ; 

111 find him out to-morrow/^ 

First Friend. Pretty soul ! 

Wooer. ^‘ His shackles will betray him, hell be taken 
And what shall I do then ? Ill bring a bevy, 

.A hundred black-ey'd maids that love as I do, 

With chaplets on their heads of daffodillies, 

With cherry lips, and cheeks of damask roses, 

And all well dance an antic ’fore the duke. 

And beg his pardon.” Then she talk’d of you, sir; 

That you must lose your head to-morrow morning, 

And she must gather flowers to bury you, 

And see the house made handsome. Then she sung 
Nothing but ‘‘ Willow, willow, willow;”'^ and between 
Ever was, Palamon, fair Palamon,” 

And Palamon was a tall young man.” The place 
Was knee-deep where she sat ; her careless tresses 
A wreath^^^®^ of bulrush rounded ; about her stuck 
Thousand fresh water-flowers of several colours ; 

That methought she appear’d like the fair nymph 
That feeds the lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly dropt down from heaven. Bings she made 
Of rushes that grew by, and to ’em spoke 
The prettiest posies, — ‘‘ Thus our true love ’s tied,” 

This you may loose, not me,” and many a one; 

And then she wept, and sung again, and sigh’d, 

And with the same breath smil’d, and kiss’d her hand. 

Sec. Friend. Alas, what pity ’tis ! 

Wooer. I made in to her : 

She saw me, and straight sought the flood ; I sav’d her. 
And set her safe to land : when presently 
She slipt away, and to the city made, 

With such a cry, and swiftness, that, believe me, ^ 

She left me far behind her. Three or four ' ,, » 

I saw from far off cross her, one of ’em 
I knew to be your brother ; where she stay’d, 

And fell, scarce to be got away : I left them with her. 

And hither came to tell you. Here they are. 


Willomt See vel* w. 452, and note tliere. 
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Unter Gaoler’s Brotlier, Gaoler’s Daugliter, mid others. 
Daugh. [sings] 

May you never more enjoy the light, &c. 

Is not this a fine song ? 

Broth. 0, a very fine one ! 

Baugh. I can sing twenty more. 

Broth. I think you can. 

Daugh. Yes, truly, can I ; I can sing The Broom^ 

And Bonny RoUn.\ Are not you a tailor? 

Broth. Yes. 

Baugh. Where’s my wedding-gown ? 

Broth. I’ll bring’t to-morrow. 

Baugh. Do, very rearly must he abroad else, 

To call the maids and pay the minstrels ; 

For I must lose my maidenhead by cock-light ; 

’Twill never thrive else. 

0 fair, 0 sweet, &c.| [Sings. 

You must even take it patiently. 

Gaoler. ’Tis true. 

Baugh. Good even, good men. Pray, did you ever hear 
Of one young Palamon ? 

* The Broorn] ** This very popular song is thus quoted hy Moros in the 
old interlude [comedy], The longer thou livesty the more fool thou arty hy W. 
Wager [n. d.]; 

‘ Brome, hrome on hill, 

The gentle brome on hill, hill : 

Brome, brome on Hiue MU, 

The gentle brome on Hiue hill, 

The brome standes on Hiue hiUa.’ [Sig. A 3.] 

It is also mentioned byLaneham [Letter from Keiiihoorth, 1575] as one of 
the songs in the possession of Captain Cox, a mason at Coventry.” Weber. — 
This repetition [by Moros] does not give the metre or the correct v^ords of 
the song. The tune, or upper part, was to he sung by one person, while 
others sang a foot, or burden, to make haimony,” ChappelPs Bo^pular Music 
of the Oldeii Time, <fec. vol. ii. p. 459, sec. ed. The song of wMch Moros sings 
a scrap is, I presume, the same as the song entitled The bonny broom : see ib. 
f Bonny Bobin} See foot-note on Hamlet, vol. vii. p. 184. 

{ 0 fair, 0 sweet, <fcc.] Is found among Gertaine Sonets at the end of 
Sidney’s Arcadia, p. 474, ed. 1598 ; 

^* 0 Eaire, o sweet, when I do looke on thee. 

In whom all ioyes so weU agree,” <fec. 
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Gaoler. Yes, wencli, we know him. 

Is ’t not a fine young gentleman ^ 

Gaoler. ’Tis love ! 

Broth. By no means^^^*^^ cross her ; she is then distemper’d 
worse than now she shows. 

First IPriend. Yes, he’s a fine man. 

Daugh. 0, is he so? You have a sister? 

First Friend. Yes. 

Daiigli. But she shall never have him, tell her so, 

For a trick that I know : y’had best look to her, 

For, if she see him once, she’s gone; she’s done, 

And undone in an hour. All the young maids 
Of our town are in love wnth him : but I laugh at ’em, 

And let ’em all alone ; is ’t not a wise course ? 

First Friend. Yes. 

Daugh. There is at least two hundred now with child by 
him, — 

There must be four ; yet I keep close for all this, 

Close as a cockle ; and all these must be boys,— 

He has the trick on ’t ; and at ten years old 
They must be all gelt for musicians, 

And sing the wars of Theseus. 

Sec. Friend. This is strange. 

Daugh. As ever you heard : but say nothing. 

First Friend. ' No. 

Daugh. They come from all parts of the dukedom to him ; 
I’ll warrant ye, he had not so few last night 
As twenty to dispatch ; he’ll tickle ’t up 
In two hours, if his hand be in. 

Gaoler. She’s lost, 

Past ail cure. 

Broth. Heaven forbid, man 1 

Daugh. Gome hither ; you’re a wise man. 

First Friend. Does she know him? 

Sec. Friend. No ; would she did ! 

Daugh. You’re master of a ship ? 

Gaoler. Yes. 

'Daugh. Where’s your compass ? 

Gaoler. Here. 

Daugh. ^ Set it to the north ; 
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And now direct your course fco the wood, where Palamon 

Lies longing for me ; for the tackling 

Let me alone : come, weigh, my hearts, cheerly ! 

All. Owgh, owgh, owgh ! ’tis up, the wind is fair : 

Top the bowling ; out with the main-sail : 

Where’s your whistle, master ? 

Broth. Let ’s get her in. 

Gaoler. Dp to the top, boy ! 

Broth. Where’s the pilot ? 

First Friend. Here. 

Baugh. What kenn’st thou ? 

Sec. Friend. A fair wood. 

Baugh. Bear for it master ; 

Tack about! [Sings, 

When Cynthia with her borrow’d light, &c. 

[Exeunt 


Scene n. Athens. An apartment in the palace. 

Enter EmiAA. loith two pictures. 

Emi. Yet I may bind those wounds up, that must open 
And bleed to death for my sake else : I’ll choose, 

And end their strife : two such young handsome men 
Shall never fall for me ; their weeping mothers, 

Following the dead-cold ashes of their sons, 

Shall never curse my cruelty. Good heaven, 

What a sweet face has Arcite ! If wise Nature, 

With all her best endowments, all those beauties 
She sows into the births of noble bodies, 

Were here a mortal woman, and had in her 
The coy denials of young maids, yet doubtless 
She would run mad for this man : what an eye, 

Of what a fiery sparkle and quick sweetness, 

Has this young prince! here Love himself sits smiling; 
Just such another wanton Ganymede 
Set Jove^^^^ a-fire with, and enforc’d the god 
Snatch up the goodly boy, and set him by him, 

A shining constellation : what a brow, 
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Of what a spacious majesty, he carries, 

Arch’d like the great-ey’d Juno’s, hut far sweeter, 
Smoother than Pelops’ shoulder ! Fame and Honour, 
Methinks, from hence, as from a promontory 
Pointed in heaTen, should clap their wings, and sing, 

To all the under- world, the loves and fights 
Of gods, and such men near ’em. Palamon 
but his foil; to him, a mere dull shadow: 

He’s swarth and meagre, of an eye as heavy 
As if he had lost his mother ; a still temper, 

No stirring in him, no alacrity ; 

Of all this sprightly sharpness, not a smile ; — 

Yet these that we count errors, may become him : 
Narcissus was a sad boy, but a heavenly. 

0, who can find the bent of woman’s fancy ? 

I am a fool, my reason is lost in me ; 

I have no choice, and I have lied so lewdly 
That women ought to beat me. On my knees 
I ask pardon, Palamon ; thou art alone, 

And only beautiful ; and these thy eyes, 

These^^^®^ the bright lamps of beauty, that command 
And threaten i^ove; and what young maid dare cross ’em? 
What a bold gravity, and yet inviting. 

Has this brown manly face ! 0 Love, this only 

From this hour is complexion. Lie there, Arcite 
Thou art a changeling to him, a mere gipsy. 

And this the noble body. I am sotted, 

Utterly lost ; my virgin^^^^^ faith has fled me, 

For, if my brother but even now had ask’d me 
Whether I lov’d, I had run mad for Arcite ; 

Now if my sister, more for Palamon. — 

Stand both together. — Now, come, ask me,.brother; — 
Alas, I know not ! — Ask me now, sweet sister ; — 

I may go look ! — What a mere child is fancy, 

That, having two fair gauds of equal sweetness, 

Cannot distinguish, but must cry for both ! 

Enter a Gentleman. 

How now, sir ! 

Gent* From the noble duke your brother. 
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Madam, I bring you news : the knigbts are come. 

EmL To end the quarrel ? 

Gent. Yes. 

' EmL Would I might end first I 

What sins have I committed, chaste Diana, 

That my unspotted youth must now be soil’d 
With blood of princes, and my chastity 
Be made the altar where the lives of lovers— 

Two greater and two better never yet 
Made mothers joy — must be the sacrifice 
To my unhappy beauty ? 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Pirithous, and Attendants. 

Tiles. Bring ’em in 

Quickly by any means ; I long to see ’em. — 

Your two contending lovers are return’d, 

And with them their fair^^^®^ knights : now, my fair sister, 
You must love one of them. 

Enii. I had rather both, 

So neither for my sake should fall untimely. 

Thes'. Who saw ’em? 

Pir. I a while. 

Ge7it. And I. 


JJnsfcr Messenger. 

Tkes. From whence come you, sir? 

Mess. From the knights, 

Thes. ‘ Pray, spe 

You that have seen them, what they are. 

Mess. I will, sir. 

And truly w^hat I think. Six braver spirits 

Than those^^^^^ they’ve brought — if we judge by th’ outside- 

I never saw nor read of. He that stands 

In the first place with Arcite, by his seeming 

Should be a stout man, by his face a prince, — 

His veiy looks so say him ; his complexion 
Nearer a brown than black ; stern, and yet noble, 

Which shows him hardy, fearless, proud of dangers; 

The circles of his eyes sho w within him, 

Amd as a heated lion so he looks ; 
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His hair liangs long beHnd him, black and shining 
Like raYens’ wings ; his shoulders broad and strong ; 

Arm’d long and round and on his thigh a sword 
Hung by a cnrions baldrick, when he frowns 
To seal his will with ; better, o’ my conscience. 

Was neyer soldier’s friend. 

Pir. • Yet a great deal short,. 

Methinks, of him that’s first with Palamon, 

Thes. Pray, speak him, friend. 

Pir, I guess he is a prince too^< 

And, if it may be, greater; for his show 
Has all the ornament of honour in’t : 

He’s somewhat bigger 'than the knight he spoke of, 

But of a face far sweeter ; his complexion 
Is, as a ripe grape, ruddy; he has felt, 

Without doubt, what he fights for, and so apter 
To make this cause his own ; in’s face appears 
All the fair hopes of what he undertakes ; 

And when he’s angry, then a settled valour. 

Not tainted with extremes, runs through his body, 

And guides his arm to brave things ; fear he cannot. 

He shows no such soft temper ; his head ’s yellow, 
Hard-hair’d, and curl’d, thick -twin’d, like ivy-tops. 

Not to undo with thunder ; in his face 
The livery of the warlike maid appears, 

Pure red and white, for yet no beard has blest him ; 

And in his rolling eyes sits Victory, 

As if she ever meant to crown^^-^^ his valour ; 

His nose stands high, a character of honour, 

His red lips, after fights, are fit for ladies. 

EmL Must these men die too ? 

When he speaks, his tongue* 
Sounds like a trumpet ; all his lineaments 
Are as a man wpuld wish ’em, strong and clean ; 

He wears a w'ell-steel’d axe, the staff of gold ; 

His age some five-and-twenty. 

Mess, > There ’s another, 

A little man, but of a tough soul> seeming 
As great as any ; fairer promises 
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In sucli a "body yet I never look’d on. 

Pir, Oy lie that’s freckle- fac’d ? 

Mess. The same, my lord 

Are they not sweet ones? 

Pir, Yes, they’re -well. 

Mess. Methinks, 

Being so few and well-dispos’d, they show 
Great and fine art in nature. He’s white-hair’d, 

Not wanton- white, but such a manly colour 
Next to an auburn ; tough and nimble-set, 

Which shows an active soul ; his arms are brawny, 

Lin’d with strong sinews ; to the shoulder-piece 
Gently they swell, like women new-conceiv’d, 

Which speaks him prone to labour, never fainting 
Under the weight of arms ; stout-hearted, still, 

But, when he stirs, a tiger ; he’s gray-ey’d, 

Which yields compassion where he conquers ; sharp 
To spy advantages, and where he finds ’em. 

He’s swift to make ’em his ; he does no wrongs, 

Nor takes none; fie’s round-fac’d, and when he smiles 
He shows a lover, ^when he frowns, a soldier ; 

About his head he wears the winner’s oak, 

And in it stuck the favour of his lady ; 

His age some six-and-thirfcy ; in his hand 
He bears a charging-staff, emboss’d with silver. 

Thes. Are they all thus ? 

Pir. They ’re all the sons of honour. 

Thes. Now, as I have a soul, I long to see ’em. — 

Lady, you shall see men fight now. 

Hip. I wish it. 

But not the cause, my lord : they would show 
Bravely about^^^^^ the titles of two kingdoms : 

’Tis pity Love should be so tyrannous. — 

O my soft-hearted sister, what think you ? 

Weep not, till they weep blood, wench : it must be. 

Thes. You ’ve steel’d ’em with your beauty. — ^Honour’d 
friend, 

To you I give the field ; pray, order it 
Fitting the persons that must use it. 
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Thes. Come, 111 go yisit ’em : I cannot stay — 

Their fame has fir’d me so — till they appear. 

Good friend, he royal. 

Pir. There shall want no brayery. 

Emi, Poor wench, go weep ; for whosoever wins 
Loses a noble cousin for thy sins. [EMimt. 


Scene III. Athens. A room in the prison. 

Enter Gaoler, "Wooer, and Doctor. 

Doctor. Her distraction is more at some time of the moon 
than at other some, is it not? 

Gaoler. She is continually in a harmless distemper; sleeps 
little ; altogether without appetite, save often drinking ; 
dreaming of another world and a better ; and what broken 
piece of matter soe’er she’s about, the name Palamon lards 
it ; that she farces every business withal, fits it to every 
question. — Look, where she comes ; you shall perceive her 
behaviour. 

Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Daugli. I have forgot it quite ; the burden on ’t was 
Down-a^doimi-a; and penned by no worse man than Geraldo, 
Emilia’s schoolmaster : he’s as fantastical; too, as ever he may 
go upon ’s legs ; for in the next world will Dido see Palamon, 
and then will she be out of love with JEneas. 

Doctor. What stuff’s here ! poor soul 1 

Gaoler. Even thus ail day long. 

Daugh. Now for this charm that I told you of. You 
must bring a piece of silver on the tip of your tongue, or no 
ferry ; then, if it be your chance to come where the blessed 
spirits are — there’s a sight now”!^^^^^ — we maids that have 
our livers perished, cracked to pieces with love, we shall 
come there, and do nothing all day long but pick flowers 
with Proserpine ; then will I make Palamon a nosegay ; then 
let him — mark me — ^then — 

Doctor. How prettily she’s amiss ! note her a little farther. 

Daugh. Faith, I’ll tell you; sometime we go to barley- 
break, we of the blessed. Alas, *tis a sore life they have i’ 
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th’ Other place, such burning, frying, boiling, hissing, bowl- 
ing, chattering, cursing! 0, they have shrewd measure ! 
Take heed : if one be mad, or hang, or drown themselves, 
thither they go ; Jupiter bless us ! and there shall we he put 
in a caldron of lead and usurers’ grease, amongst a whole 
million of cut-purses, and there Boil like a gammon of bacon 
that will never ]be enough. 

Doctor, How her brain coins ! 

Daugh, Lords and courtiers that have got maids with 
child, they are in this place ; they shall stand in fire np to 
the navel, and in ice up to the heart, and there th offending 
part burns, and the deceiving part freezes ; in troth, a very 
grievous punishment, as one would think, for such a tiifie , 
believe me, one would marry a leprous witch to be rid on’t, 
ril assure you. 

Doctor, How she continues this fancy ! ’Tis not an en- 
graffed madness, but a most thick and profound melancholy. 

Daugh. To hear there a proud lady and a proud city-wife 
howl together ! I were a beast, an I’d call it good sport : one 
cries, 0, this smoke !” th’ other,^'^^^ This fire !” one cries, 
0, that ever I did it behind the arras 1” and then howls; 
th’ other curses a suing fellow and her garden-house. [Sings,, 

I will be true, my stars, my fate, &c. [Exit 

Gaoler, What think you of her, sir ? 

Doctor, I think she has a perturbed mind which I cannot 

minister to. 

Gaoler, Alas, what then ? 

Doctor, Understand you she ever affected any man ere 
she beheld Palamon? 

Gaoler. I was once, sir, in great hope she had fixed her 
liking on this gentleman, my friend. 

Wooer. I did think so too ; and would account I had a 
great pen’worth on ’t, to give half my state, that both she and 
I at this present stood nnfeignedly on the same terms. ^ 

Doctor. That intemperate surfeit of her eye hath distem- 
pered the other senses ; they may return and settle again to 
execute their preordained faculties ; but they are now in a 
; " most extravagant vagary. This you must do : confine her to 
a place where the light may rather seem to ^eal in than be 
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permitted. Take -apon you, young sir, her friend, the name 
of Palamon; say you come to eat with her, and to commune 
of love ; this will catch her attention, for this her mind beats 
upon ; other objects, that are inserted ’tween her mind and 
eye, become the pranks and friskings of her madness : . sing 
to hei* such green songs of loye as she says Palamon hath 
sung in prison; come to her, stuck in as sweet flowers as 
the season is mistress of, and thereto make an addition of 
some other compounded odours, which are grateful to the 
sense ; all this shall become Palamon, for Palamon can sing, 
and Palamon is sweet, and every good thing: desire to eat 
with her, carve Ler,^^'^^^ drink to her, and still among inter- 
mingle your petition of grace and acceptance into her favour: 
learn what maids have been her companions and play-feres ; 
and let them repair to her with Palamon in their mouths, and 
appear with tokens, as if they suggested for him. It is a 
falsehood she is in, which is with falsehoods to be combatied. 
This may bring her to eat, to sleep, and reduce wiiat’s^^*'^ 
now out of square in her into their former law and regiment : 
I have seen it approved, how many times I know not; but to 
m^ke the number more I have great hope in this. I will, 
between the passages of this project, come in with my appli- 
ance. Let us put it in execution ; and hasten the success, 
which, doubt not, will bring forth comfort. [Exeimt, 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Athens. A court before the temples of Mars, Venus, 
and DianaP'^^'^ 

A flourish. Enter Theseus, Pirithous, Hipbolvta, and Attendants. 

Thes, Now let ’em enter, and before the gods 
Tender their holy prayers : let the temples 
Burn bright with sacred fires, and the itars 
In hallow’d clouds commend their swelling incense 
To those above ns •: let no due be wanting : 
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They have a noble work in hand, will honour 
The very powers that love ’em. 

Pir\ Sir, they enter. 

A flourish of cornets. Enter Palamon, Aecite, and jf/zezV Knights^ 

' Thes. Yon valiant and strong-hearted enemies, 

Yon royal germane foes, that this day come 
To blow that nearness ont that flames between ye, 

Lay by your anger for an hour, and dove-like 
Before the holy altars of your helpers, 

The all-fear’d gods, bow down your stubborn bodies : 

Your ire is more than mortal ; so your help be ! 

And, as the gods regard ye, fight with justice : 

111 leave yon to your prayers, and betwixt ye 
I part my wishes. 

Pir. Honour crown the worthiest ! 

\_Exeunt all except Palamon, Ar cite, and their Knights. 
Pal. The glass is running now that cannot finish 
Till one of us expire : think you but thus. 

That, were there aught in me which strove to show 
Mine enemy in this business, were’t one eye 
Against another, arm oppress’d by arm, 

I would destroy th’ offender ; coz, I would, 

Though parcel of myself : then from this gather 
How I should tender you. 

Arc. I am in labour 

To push your name, your ancient love, our kindred, 

Ont of my memory ; and i’ the self-same place 
To seat something I would confound : so hoist we 
The sails, that must these vessels port even where 
The heavenly limiter pleases. 

Pal. You speak well. 

Before I turn, let me embrace thee, cousin : 

This I ‘shall never do again. 

Arc. One farewell ! 

Pal. Why, let it be so : farewell, coz ! 

Arc. Farewell, sir ! 

' , IThey embrace. — Exeunt Palamon and his Knights. 

Rights, -kinsmen, lovers, y^a, my sacrifices, 

'I of Mars, whose spirit in you 
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Expels the seeds of fear, and tli’ apprehension 
Which still is father of it/^^®^ go with me 
Before the god of our profession : there 
Eequire of Mm the hearts of lions, and 
The hreath of tigers, yea, the fierceness too. 

Yea, the speed also, — to go on, I mean, 

Else wish we to he snails : you know mj prize 
Must he dragged out of blood ; force and great feat 
Must put my garland on, where she sticks^^^^^ 

The queen of fiowers ; our intercession, then, 

Must be to him that makes the camp a cestron 
Brimm’d with the blood of men : give me 3^our aid, 

And bend jmur spirits towards him. 

[The^j advance to the altar of Mars, and fall on the ir 
faces ; then kneel* 

Thou mighty one, that with thy power hast turn’d 
Green Neptune into purple ; whose approacM^^^^ 

Comets piwarn ; whose havoc in vast field 
Unearthed skulls proclaim ; whose breath blows down 
The teeming Geres’ foison ; who dost pluck 
With hand armipotent^^®^^ from forth blue clouds 
The mason’d turret^ ; that both mak’st and break’s! 

The stony girths of cities ; me thy pupil, 

YMung’st follower of thy drum, instruct this day 
With military skill, that to thy laud 
I may advance my streamer, and by thee 
Be styl’d the lord o’ the day ; — give me, great Mars, 

Some token of thy pleasure. 

\JIere they fall on their faces as heforc, and there is 
heard clanging of armour, zoith a short thunder, as 
the hurst of a battle, tohereii])on they all rise and 
how to the altar. 

O great corrector of enormous times. 

Shaker of o’er-rank states, thou grand decider 
Of dusty and old titles, that heal’st with blood 
The earth when it is sick, and cur’st the world 
O’ the plurisy of people ; I do take 
Thy signs auspiciously, and in thy name 
To my design march boldly.— Let us go. ^ lExciuit. 

vom %TO. ‘ o 
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Re-enter Palamon and his Knights. 

Pal. Our stars must glister with new fire, or be 
To-day extinct ; our argument is love, 

Which if the goddess of it . grant, she gives 
Victory too : then blend your siDirits with mine. 

You, whose free nobleness do make my cause 
Your personal hazard : to the goddess Venus 
Commend we our pi’oceeding, and implore 
Her power unto our party. 

[They advance to the altar of Venus ^ and fall on their 
faces; then kneel. 

Hail, sovereign queen of secrets, who hast power 
To call the fiercest tyrant from his rage, 

To weep unto a girl; that hast the might 
Even with an eye-glance to choke Mars’s drum, 

And turn th’ alarm to whispers ; that canst make 
A cripple flourish with his crutch, and cure him 
Before Apollo ; that mayst force the king 
To be his subject’s vassal, and induce 
Stale gravity to dance ; the polled bachelor — 

Whose youth, like wanton boys through bonfires, 

Have^^®® skipt thy flame — at seventy thou canst catch, 

And make him, to the scorn of his hoarse throat, 

Abuse young lays of love ; what godlike power 
Hast thou not power upon ? to Phoebus thou 
Add’st flames, hotter than his ; the heavenly fires 
Did scorch his mortal son, thine him : the huntress 
All moist and cold, some say, began to throw 
Her bow away, and sigh : take to thy grace 
Me, thy vow’d soldier, who do bear thy yoke 
As ’tw’^ere a wreath of roses, yet is heavier 
Than lead itself, stings more than nettles : I 
Have never been foul-mouth’d against thy law ; 

Ne’er reveal’d secret, for I knew none, — would not, 

Had I kenn’d all that were ; I never practis’d 
Upon man’s wife, nor would the libels read 
Of liberal wits ; I never at great feasts 
Sought to betray a beauty, but have blush’d 

.simpering- sirs that did ; * I have been harsh 
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To large confessors, and Lave Lotly ask’d them 
If they had mothers ? I had one, a woman, 

And women ’twere they wrong’d : I knew a man 
Of eighty winters, — this I told them,- — who 
A lass of fourteen brided ; ’twas thy power 
To put life into dust ; the aged cramp 
Had screw’d his square foot round, 

The gout had knit his fingers into knots, 

Torturing convulsions from his globy eyes 

Had almost drawn their spheres, that what was life 
In him seem’d torture ; this anatomy 
Had by his young fair fere a boy, and I 
Believ’d it was his, for she swore it was. 

And who would not believe her ? Brief, I am 
To those that prate, and have done, no companion ; 

To those that boast, and have not, a defier ; 

To those that would, and cannot, a rejoicer: 

Yea, him I do not love, that tells close offices 
The foulest way, nor names concealments in 
The boldest language ; such a one I am, 

And vow that lover never yet made sigh 
Truer than I, 0, then, most soft-sweet goddess, 

Give me the victory of this question, which 
Is true love’s merit, and bless me with a sign 
Of thy great pleasure. 

[Ilcrc music is heard^ and doves are seen to fiiutter : 
they fall again uigon their faces, then on their 
knees. 

O thou that from eleven to ninety reign’st 
In mortal bosoms, -whose chase is this world, 

And we in herds thy game, I give thee thanks 
For this fair token ; which being laid unto 
Mine innocent-true heart, arms in assurance 
My body to this business. — Let us rise, 

And bow before the goddess : time comes on. 

[They bow, and then exeunt. 

Still mime of records. Enter Emilia in white, her hair about her 
shmilders, and wearing a loheaten wreath ; one in white holding 
up her train, her hair stuck iviih flowers one before her carrying 
a sili'er hind, in which is conveyed incense and sweet odours, tvhich 
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heing set u^on the altar of Diana^ her Maids standing aloof she 
sets fire to it ; then they curtsy and Imieel. 

Emi, 0 sacred, shadowy, cold, and constant queen, 
Abandoner of revels, mute, contemplative. 

Sweet, solitary, white as chaste, and pure 
As wind-fann’d snow, who to thy female knights 
Allow’st no more blood than will make a blush, 

Which is their order’s robe ; I here, thy priest. 

Am humbled ’fore thine altar : 0, vouchsafe. 

With that thy rare green eye^^^^^ — which never yet 
Beheld thing maculate — look on thy virgin ; 

And, sacred silver mistress, lend thine ear — 

Which ne’er heard scurril term, into whose port 
Ne’er enter’d wanton sound — to my petition, 

Season’d with holy fear. This is my last 
Of vestal office ; I ’m bride-habited, 

But maiden-hearted : a husband I have ’pointed. 

But do not know him ; out of two I should 
Choose one, and pray for his success ; but I 
Am guiltless of election : of mine eyes 
Were I to lose one, — they are equal precious, — 

I could doom neither ; that wdiich perish’d should 
Go to ’t unsentenc’d : therefore, most modest queen, 

He, of the two pretenders, that best loves me 
And has the truest title in ’t, let him 
Take off my wheaten garland, or else grant 
The file and quality I hold I may 
Continue in thy band. 

[Here the hind vanishes under the altar, and in the place 
ascends a rose-tree, having one rose upon it. 

See what our general of ebbs and flows 
Out from the bowels of her holy altar 
With sacred act advances ; but one rose ! 

If well in'spir’d, this battle shall confound 
Both these brave knights, and I, a virgin flower. 

Must grow alone, unpluek’d. 

[Here is heard a sudden twang of instruments, and the 
. . rose faUs from the tree, which vanishes under the 

.y ' ■ ■■- 

The is, , the ,trae descends.— 0 mistress, 
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Scene IL Athens, A room in the imson. 

Enter Doctor, Gaoler, and Wooer in the liahit Pal amok. 

Doctor, Has this advice I told you done any good upon 
her ? ' 

Wooer. 0, very much ; the maids that kept her company 
Have half persuaded her that I am Palamon ; 

Within this half-hour she came smiling to me, 

And ask’d me what I ’d eat, and when I ’d kiss her : 

I told her presently, and kiss’d her twice. 

Doctor, ’Twas well done : twenty times had been far better ; 
Por there the cure lies mainly. 

Wooer. Then she told me 

She ’d watch with me to-night, for well she knew 
What hour my fit would take me. 

Doctor, Let her do so ; 

And, when your fit comes, fit her home and presently. 

Wooer, She would have me sing. 

Doctor, You did so ? 

JVooer, Ho. 

Doctor, ’Twas very ill done, then ; 

You should observe her every way. 

• Wooer. Alas, 

I have no voice, sir, to confirm her that way ! 

Doctor. That ’s all one, if ye make a noise : 

If she entreat again, do any thing; 

Lie with her, if she ask you. 

Gaoler, Ho, there/^®^^ doctor ! 

Doctor, Yes, in the way of cure. 

(^<^ol€r, - But first, by your leave, 

r the way of honesty. 

Doctor. That ’s but a niceness ; 

Ne’er cast your child awav for honestv : 


Thou here dischargest me ; I shall be gather’d, 

I think so ; but I know not thine own will : 

Unclasp thy mystery. — I hope she ’s pleas’d ; 

Her signs were gracious. [They curtsy , and then exeunt. 
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Cure her first this way ; then, if she 11 be honest, 

She has the path before her. 

Gaoler, Thank ye, doctor. 

Doctor. Pray, bring her in. 

And let 's see how she is. 

Gaoler. I will, and telkher 

Her Palamon stays for her : but, doctor, 

Methinks you are i’ the wrong still. 

Doctor. Go, go; 

You fathers are fine fools : her honesty ! 

An we should giye her physic till we find that— 

Wooer. Vfhy, do you think she is not honest, sir ? 
Doctor. How old is she ? 

Wooer. She 's eighteen. 

Doctor. . She may be; 

But that 's all one, ’tis nothing to our purpose : 

Whatever her father says, if you perceive 
Her mood inclining that way that I spoke of, 

Videlicet, the way of flesh — you have me ? 

Wooer. Yes, very well, sir. 

Doctor. Please her appetite. 

And do it home ; it cures her, ipso facto. 

The melancholy humour that infects her. 

Wooer. I am of your mind, doctor. 

Doctor^ You 11 find it so. She comes : pray, Immour^^"^^ 
her. 

Re-enter Gaoler, with Ms Daughter and Maid. 

Gaoler. Come; your love Palamon stays for you, child. 
And has done this lohg hour, to visit you. 

Daugli. I thank him for his gentle patience ; 

He ’s a kind gentleman, and I ’m much bound to him. 

Did you ne’er see the horse he gave me ? 

Gaoler. Yes. 

Daugli. How do you like him ? 

Gaoler. He ’s a very fair one. 

: Daugh. You never saw him dance ? 

, I have ^ often' : ' 

v^i?y finely, veiy^ comely; 
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And, for a jig, come cut and long tail to Mm ; 

He turns ye like a top. 

Gaoler. That ’s fine indeed. 

Dough. He ’ll dance the morris twenty mile an hour, 

And that will founder the best hobby-horse. 

If I have any skill, in all the parish ; 

And gallops to the tune of oV Lore 

A¥hat think you of this horse ? 

Gaoler. Having these virtues, 

I think he might be brought to play at tennis. 

Baugh. Alas, that’s nothing. 

Gaoler. Can he write and read too ? 

Baugh. A very fair hand ; and casts himself th’ accounts 
Of all his hay and provender ; that hostler 
Must rise betime that cozens him. You know 
The chestnut mare the duke has 9 

Gaoler. Very well. 

Baugh. She ’s horribly in love with him, poor beast ; 

But he is like his master, coy and scornful. 

Gaoler. What dowry has she ? 

Baugh. Some two hundred bottles, 

And twenty strike of oats ; but he ’ll ne’er have her : 

He lisps in ’s neighing, able to entice 
A miller’s mare ; he ’ll be the death of her. 

Boetor. What stuff she utters ! 

Gaoler. Make curtsy ; here your love comes. 

Wooer. Pretty soul. 

How do ye ? That ’s a fine maid ; there ’s a curtsy ! 

Baugh. Yours to command, i’ the way of honesty. 

How far is ’t now to th’ end o’ the world, my masters ? 
Doctor. Why, a day’s journey, wench. 

Baugh. Will you go with me ? 

Wooe?\ What shall we do there, wench ? 

Baugh. Why, play at stool-ball : 

What is there else to do ? 

Wooer. I am content. 

If we shall keep our w^edding there. 

Baugh. ’Tis true ; 

* o’ Love ;] See note vbh i. p» 327. 
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For there, I will assure you, we shall find 
Some blind priest for the purpose, that will Tenture 
To marry us, for here they’re nice and foolish ; 

Besides, my father must be bang’d to-morrow, 

And that would be a blot i’ the business. 

Are not you Palamon? 

Wooe7\ Do not yon know me *? 

Daugh. Yes ; but you care not for me : I have nothing 
But this poor petticoat and two coarse smocks. 

JVooe?'. That’s all one ; I will have you. 

Dcmgh. Will you surely '? 

Wooer. Yes, by this fair hand, will I. 

Daugh. We 11 to bed, then. 

Wooer. Even when you will. [Kisses her. 

Datigh.^^^'^^ 0, sir, you ’d fain be nibbling.. 

Wooer. Why do you rub my kiss off ? 

Daugli. ’Tis a sweet one, 

And will perfume me finely ’gainst the wedding. 

Is not this your cousin Arcite ? 

Doctor. Yes, s'weetheart; 

And I am glad my cousin Palamon 
Has made so fair a choice. 

Dcmgh. Do you think he’ll have me ? 

Doctor. Yes, without doubt. 

Dcmgh. Do you think so too ? 

Gaoler. Yes. 

Dangh. We shall have many children. — Lord, how ye’re' 
grown ! 

My Palamon I hope will grow, too, finely, 

Now' he’s at liberty : alas, poor chicken, 

He was kept down with hard meat and ill lodging ; 

But I’ll kiss him up again. 

Knter Messenger. 

Mess. What do you here? you’U lose the noblest sight 
That e’er was seen. 

-'mm. ■ _ _ ; . ^ • ' , _ . They are : 
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You bear a cliarge there too. 

Gaoler. rilawaystraiglit.— 

I must eTen leaYe you here. 

Doctor. Nay, well go with you ; 

I will not lose the sight. 

Gaoler. How did you like her? 

Doctor. Ill warrant you, within these three or four days 
111 make her right again. — You must not from her, 

But still preserve her in this way. 

JVooer. I will. 

Doctor. Let's get her in. 

Wooer. Come, sweet, well go to dinner; 

And then w-ell play at cards. 

Daugh. And shall we kiss too ? 

Wooer. A hundred times. 

Darigli. And twenty? 

JVooer. Ay, and twenty. 

Daugh. And then w'ell sleep together? 

Doctor. Take her offer. 

Wooer. Yes, marry, will we. 

Daugh. But you shall not hurt me. 

Wooer. I will not, sweet. 

Daugh. If you do, love, 111 cry. [Exeunt.. 


Scene III. A imrt of the forest^^^^^ near Athens, and near 
the place appointed for the comhat. 


Flourish Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Emilia, Pieithous, and 
Attendants, 


Eml. Ill no step further. 

Fir. Will you lose this sight? 

Emi. I had rather see a wren hawk at a fly, 

Than this decision : every blow that falls 
Threats a brave life ; each stroke laments 
The place whereon it falls, and sounds more like 


m 


I 
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A bell than blade : I will stay here : 

It is enough, my hearing shall be punish’d 
With what shall happen,— ’gainst the which there is 
No deafing,— but to hear, not taint mine eye 
With dread sights it may shun. 

Pit, Sir, my good lord, 

Your sister will no further. 

Tlies, 0, she must : 

She shall see deeds of honour in their kind, 

Which sometime show well, pencill’d nature now 

Shall make and act the story, the belief 

Both seal’d with eye and ear. You must be present ; 

You are the victor’s meed, the price and garland 
To crown the questant’s title.^^*^^^ 

Emi. Pardon me ; 

If I were there, I’d wink. 

Thes. You must be there ; 

This trial is as ’twere i’ the night, and you 
The only star to shine. 

Emi. I am extinct : 

There is but envy in that light, which shows 
The one the other. Darkness, which ever was 
The dam of Horror, who does stand acCurs’d 
Of many mortal millions, may even now, 

By casting her black mantle over both, 

That neither could find other, get herself 
Some part of a good name, and many a murder 
Set off whereto she’s guilty. 

JTip. You must go. 

Emi. In faith, I will not. 

Thes, Why, the knights must kindle 

Their valour at your eye : know, of this war 
You are the treasure, and must needs be by 
To give the service pay, 

Emi. Sir, pardon me ; 

The title of a kingdom may be tried 
Out of itself. 

^ ^Thes. , Well, wall, then, at your pleasure : 

‘Thpse that.rem^ wi& you could wish their office 
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To any of tlieir enemies. . 

Hip. Farewell, sister: 

Fm Him to know yonr liusbancl Tore yourself, 

By some small start of time : lie whom the gods 
Do of the two know best, I pray them he 
Be made your lot. 

JEMunt all except Emilia and some of the Attendants* 
Eml. Arcite is gently visag’d ; yet his eye 
Is like an engine bent, or a sharp weapon 
In a soft sheath; mercy and manly courage 
Are bedfellows in his visage. Palamon 
Has a most menacing asiiect ; his brow 
Is grav’d, and seems to bury what it frowns on ; 

Yet sometimes ’tis not so, but alters to 
The quality of his thoughts ; long time his eye 
Will dwell upon his object ; melancholy 
Becomes him nobly ; so does Arcite’s mirth ; 

But Palamon’s sadness is a kind cf mirth, 

So mingled as if mirth did make him sad. 

And sadness merry ; those darker humours that 
Stick misbecomingly on others, on hini^^^"^ 

Live in fair dwelling. 

[Cornets / and trumpets sound as to a charge, within* 
Hark, how yon spurs to spirit do incite 
The princes to their proof! Arcite may win me ; 

And yet ma^?' Palamon wound Arcite to 
The spoiling of his figure, 0, what pity 
Enough for such a chance ! If I ^vere by, 

I might do hurt ; for they would glance their eyes 
Toward my seat, and in that motion might 
Omit a ward, or forfeit an ofifence,^^^^^ 

Which crav’d that very time : it is much better 
I am not there ; 0, better never born 
Than minister to such harm. 

[Cornets; and a great cry of A Palamon I” within. 
What is the chance 
First Sej%\ The cry’s A Palamon !” 

EmL Then he has won. ’Twas ever likely : 

He look’d all grace and success, and he is 
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Doubtless the prim’st of men. I prithee, run 
And tell me how it goes. 

[Shout; cornets; and cry of A Palamon !” zuithin. 
First Sen\ Still Palamon 

EmL Eun and inquire. First Servant 

Poor servant, thou hast lost : 
Upon my right side still I wore thy picture, 

Palamon’s on the left : why so, I know not ; 

I had no end in't else chance would have it so : 

On the sinister side the heart lies ; Palamon 
Had the best-boding chance. 

[Another cry, and shout, and cornets, zvithin. 
This burst of clamour 
Is, sure, the end o’ the combat. 

Pirst Servant. 

First Sew. They said that Palamon had Arcite’s body 
"Within an inch o’ the pyramid, that the cry 
"Was general A Palamon !” but anon 
Th’ assistants made a brave redemption, and 
The two bold tilters at this instant are 
Hand to hand at it. 

Emi. Wei*e they metamorphos’d 

Both into one — 0, why? there were no womaif 
"Worth so compos’d a man : their single share, 

Their nobleness peculiar to them, gives 
The prejudice of disparity, value’s shortness, 

To any lady breathing. 

[Cornets ; and cry of “ Aveite, Arcite !” zcithln 
More exulting ? 

Palamon” still ? 

First Sez^v. Nay, now the sound is Arcite,” 

EmL I prithee, lay attention to the cry ; 

Set both thine ears to the business. 

[Cornets ; and a great shout, and cry of Arcite. 
victory !” 

First Se7*v. The cry is 

, ^ Arcite, and victory 1” Hark : Arcite, victory !” 

The combaf ^ consummation is proclaim’d 
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B j the -wind-iiistrunients- 

EmL Half-sights saw 

That Arcite was no hahe : God’s lid, his richness 

And costliness of spirit look’d through him ; it could 

No more he hid in him than fire in flax, 

Thp.n humble hanks can go to law with waters 
That drift-winds force to raging. I did think 
Good Palamon would miscarry ; yet I knew not 
Why I did think so : our reasons are not prophets, 

When oft our fancies are. They ’re coming off: 

Alas, poor Palamon ! iCornets zvithiru 

Theseus, Hippolyta, PiRiTHOUS, ?^7^7i Arcite as victor, 
Attendants, &c. 

Thes, Lo, where our sister is in expectation, 

Yet quaking and unsettled.— Fairest Emily, 

The gods, by their divine arbitrement, 

Have given you this knight : he is a good one 
As ever struck at head. Give me your hands : 

Eeceive you her, you him ; be plighted with 
A love that grows as you decay. 

Arc. Emily, 

To buy you I have lost what’s dearest to me. 

Save what is bought ; and yet I purchase cheaply. 

As I do rate your value. 

Thes, 0 lov’d sister, 

He speaks now of as brave a knight as e’er 
Did spur a noble steed : surely, the gods 
Would have him die a bachelor, lest his race 
Should show i’ the world too godlike : his behaviour 
So charm’d me, that methought Alcides was 
To him a sow of lead : if I could praise 
Each part of him to th’ all I’ve spoke, your Arcite 
Did not lose by’t ; for he that was thus good 
Encounter’d yet his better. I have heard 
Two emulous Philomels beat the ear o’ the night 
With their contentious throats, now one the higher. 

Anon the other, then again the first, 

And hj and by out-breasted, that the sense 
Could not be judge between ’em : so it fat’d 




Good space between these kinsmen ; till heaver 
hardly one the winner.— Wear the garlan^ 
W^ith joy that you have won. — For the subdn d, 
Give them our present justice, since I know 
Their lives hut pinch ’em ; let it here he done. 
The scene’s not for our seeing : go we hence, ^ 
Right joyful, with some sorrow. — Arm your pri; 
I Imow you will not lose her. — Hippolyta, 

I SGG oiiG GjG of yours concoivGS a tear. 

The which it will clclivor. 

EmL Is this winning? 

0 all you heavenly powers, where is your mercy 
But that your wills have said it must be so, 
And charge me live to comfort this unfriended, 
This miserable prince, that cuts away 

A life more 'worthy from him than all women, 

1 should and would die too. 

Hip, Infinite pity, 

That four such eyes should be so fix’d on one, 
That two must needs be blind for’t ! 

Thes. So it is. 


[Flourish. Exeunt. 


Scene IT. The same part of the forest^^^^’"^ as in Act III. 
Scene VI. 

Enter Palxmon and Ms Knights pinioned^ Gaoler, Executioner, d:c, 

and Guard. 

Pal. There’s many a man alive that hath outliv’d 
The love o’ the people ; yea, i’ the self-same state 
Stands many a father with his child : some comfort 
We have by so considering ; we expire, 

And not without men’s pity ; to live still 
Have their good wishes ; we prevent 
The loathsome misery of age, beguile 
The gout and rheum, that in lag hours attend 
For gray approachers ; we come towards the gods, 

Young and unwapper’d,^^^®^ not halting under crimes 
Many and stale ; that, sure, shall please the gods 
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Sooner than sncli, to give ns nectar with ’em, 

For we are more clear spirits. My dear kinsmen, 

Whose lives for this poor comfort are laid down, 

You’ve sold ’em too-too cheap. 

First Knight. What ending could be 

Of more content ? O’er us the victors have 
Fortune, whose title is as momentary 
As to US death is certain ; a grain of honour 
They not o’er- weigh us. 

Sec. Knight. Let us bid farewell ; 

And with our patience anger tottering Fortune, 

Who, at her certain’st, reels. 

Third Knight. Come ; who begins ? 

Pal. Even he that led you to this banquet shall 
Taste to you all.— Ah, ha, my friend, my friend ! 

Your gentle daughter gave me freedom once ; 

You’ll see ’t done now for ever : pray, how does she ? 

I heard she was not well ; her kind of ill 
Gave me some sorrow. 

Gaoler. Sir, she’s well restor’d. 

And to be married shortly. 

Pal. By my short life, 

I am most glad on ’t ; ’tis the latest thing 
I shall be glad^of; prithee, tell her so; 

Commend me to her, and, to piece her portion. 

Tender her this. [Gives imrse. 

First Knight. Nay, let’s be offerers all. 

Sec. Knight. Is it a maid? 

Pal. Verily, I think so ; 

A right good creature, more to me deserving 
Than I can quit or speak of. 

All the Knights. Commend us to her. 

[Giving their parses. 
Gaoler. The gods requite you all, and make her thankful ! 
Pal. Adieu ; and let my life be now as short 
As my leave-taking. 

First Knight. Lead, courageous cousin. 

All the Knights. We’ll follow cheerfully. 

[Palamon lays his head on the llock. A great noise, 
and cry of Run, save, hold !” within. 
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Enter in JiastG. 

Mess. Kold, hold ! 0, hold, hold, hold ! 

Enter Pirithous in haste. 

Pir. Hold, ho ! it is a cursed haste you made. 

If you have done so quickly. — Noble Palamon, 

The gods ■will show their glory in a life 
That thou art yet to lead. 

PaL Can that be, when 

Venus I've said is false ? How do things fare ? . 

Pir. Arise, great sir, and give the tidings ear 

[Palamon rises. 

That are most dearly^^^^^ sweet and bitter. 

Pal. i What 

Hath w^ak’d us from our dream ? 

Pir. List, then. Your cousin. 

Mounted upon a steed that Emily 
Did first bestow on him, — a black one, owing 
Not a hair-worth of white, which some will say 
Weakens his price, and many wdll not buy 
His goodness with this note ; which superstition 
Here finds allowance, — on this horse is Arcite 
Trotting the stones of Athens, which the calkins 
Did rather tell than trample ; for the horse 
Would make his length a mile, if ’t pleas’d his rider 
To put pride in him : as he thus went counting 
The flinty pavement, dancing as ’twere to the music ■ 

His own hoofs made, — for, as they say, from iron 
Came music’s origin, — what envious flint, 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possess’d 
With fire malevolent, darted a spark, 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

I comment not ; the hot horse, hot as fire, 

Took toy at this, and fell to what disorder 

His power could give his will, bounds, comes on end, 

Eorgets school-doing, being therein train’d. 

And of kind manage ; pig-like he whines 
At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 
Than any jot obeys ; seeks all foul means 
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Of boisterous and rough jadery, to disseat 

His lord that kept it bravely : when naught serv’d, 

When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor differing 
plunges 

Disroot his rider whence he grew, but that 
He kept him^^®^^ ’tween his legs, on his hind hoofs 
On end he stands. 

That Arcite’s legs, being higher than his head, 

Seem’d with strange art to hang ; his victor’s wreath 
Even then fell off his head ; and presently 
Backward. the jade comes o’er, and his full poise 
Becomes the rider’s load. Yet is he living ; 

But such a vessel ’tis that floats but for 

The surge that next approaches : he much desires 

To have some speech with you. Lo, he appears. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Emilia, and Aecite carried in a chair. 

Pal. 0 miserable end of our alliance! 

The gods are mighty.- — Arcite, if thy heart, 

Thy worthy, manly heart, be yet unbroken. 

Give me thy last words; I am Palamon, 

One that yet loves thee dying. 

Arc. Take Emilia, 

And with her all the world’s joy. Beach thy hand ; 
Earewell; I’ve told my last hour. I was false. 

Yet never treacherous : forgive me, cousin. — 

One kiss from fair Emilia. [Kisses her .'] — ’Tis done : 

Take her. I die. [Dies. 

,Pal. Thy brave soul seek Elysium ! 

■ Emi. I’ll close thine eyes, prince; blessM souls be with 
. thee ! 

Thou art a right good man ; and, while I live, 

This day I give to tears. 

Pal. And I to honour. 

Thes. In this place first you fought; even very here 
I sunder’d you : acknowledge to the gods 
Your^^^^ thanks that you are living. 

His part is play’d, and, though it were too short, 

He did it well ; your day is lengthen’d, and 


' The blissful dew of heaven does arrose yon : 




0 cousin 


That we shonld things desire, wiaicn ao cob. 

The loss of onr desire! that naught could buy 

Dear loTe but loss of dear loTe ! 

Thes. ' Never fortune 

Did play a subtler game: tbe conquer’d triumplis,, 

The victor has the loss ; yet in the passage 

The gods have been most equal. Palamon, 

Your kinsman hath confess’d the right o e a y 
Did lie in you ; for you first saw her, and ^ 

Even then proclaim’d your fancy ; he restor d her, 
As your stol’n jewel, and desir’d your spint 
To send him hence forgiven : the gods my justice 
Take from my hand, and they themselves become 
The executioners. Lead your lady off; 

And call your lovers, from the stage of death, 
Whom I adopt my friends. A day or two 
Let us look sadly, and give grace unto 
The funeral of Arcite ; in whose end 
The visages of bridegrooms we’ll put on. 

And smile with Palamon ; for whom an hour. 

But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry 
As glad of Arcite, and am now as glad 
As for him sorry. — 0 you heavenly charmers, 
WTiftt. thiTucTR vbu make of us ! For what we lack 


Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE 


I WOULD now ask ye how ye like the play ; 

Bntj as it is with schoolboys, cannot say 
I’m crnel-fearfnl. Pray, yet stay a while, 

And let me look upon ye. No man smile ? 

Then it goes hard, I see. He that has 

LoVd a joung handsome wench, then, show his face,- 

’Tis strange if none be here, — and, if he will. 

Against his conscience, let him hiss, and kill ‘ . 
Oar market. ’Tis in vain, I see, to stay ye : 

Have at the worst can come, then ! Now what say ye 
And yet mistake me not ; I am not bold ; 

We have no such cause. If the tale we’ve told — 

For ’tis no other — any way content ye, — 

For to that honest purpose it was meant ye, — 

We have our end ; and ye shall have ere long, 

I dare say, many a better, to prolong 
Your old loves to us. ^We and all our might 
Best at your service : gentlemen, good night. 
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R 121. (i) 

The old eds. have “ Theseus. 


PlRITHOUS; 


P, 122. (3) chough hoar,''' 

The old eds. have “ Clough hee” (and “ he”).— Corrected hy Seward. 


P. 122. (4) But from it fly !" 

■*‘Is the epithalamiiim broken off by the entrance of the Queens? It seems 
unfinished ; and it is more natural, I think, that it should be interrupted.” 
Walker’s Grit, Exam. <fec. vol. iii. p. 340. 


P.122. (5) 

The old eds. have endured. 


endure'* 


P. 122. (6) 

The old eds. have “ Tallents. 


^Halons" 

See note 186 on Pericles. 


P, 122. (7) fields" 

■Se-ward silently i>rmted “ field;” rightly perhaps, 


P. 123. (8) 

/'.<?. out of.” Mason 


P. 123. (9) “ Cajpan’^'" 

The reader need hardly be reminded that this classical name is properly a 
trisyllable. 


P. 123. (ro) ^^Nemean" 

The old eds. have “ Nenuan.” — Arrange ; 

* He tumbled down upon hts Nemean hidoj 



P.12^ 

“ Tlio$e tJiat with cords^ knives, dram, ^reci^itance,^'* 

Here jpreci^pitance^* means the act of precipitation, the throwing oneself 
down a precipice- (Mr. Knight gives the line thus ; 

Those that with cords’, knives’, drams’ p'ecipitance 
ohservlng, ** We receive ‘ €ords\^&e^ as genitive cases to ^ frecifitance' 
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Oh, grief and time, fearful consumers, yoii 
Will aU devour. 

1 Queen. Oh, I hope some god, 

Some god,’ &c,” . 

Walker’s Crit. Uxani. &c. vol. ui. p. oiO. 


P. 124. (ii) 

The old eds. have “ Whom.” 


P.124. (i'2) ‘70’*” 

Seward substituted “ to rightly perhaps. 


P. 124. (is) 

The old eds. have “ the.” 


P.124. (14) 

Y(yttr cannot read it there ; there, through my tears, 

Like wrinkled ^pebbles in a glassy stream, 

You may behold iV^ 


The old eds. have 

, , ... . m a glasse (and Glass) streumc 

You may behold 

Sewai'd, with the approbation of Sympson, printed “here through my tears, 
&c., “ as she evidently points at her heart, and so explains herself in the 
sequel;” and so the modern editors, Weber excepted.—” But though she 
speaks of her heart afterwards, she alludes in this place to her eyes, which 
she compares to pebbles viewed through a glassy stream; a description 
which would not apply to her heart.” Mason.— The meaning, says Heath 
{Ms. Notes) is, “ You cannot read my griefs [grief] there in my countenance ; 
indeed, you may behold them [it] there dimly, and through a troubled 
medium, my tears, just like pebbles that appear wrinkled and distorted 
through the curling waters that cover them.” — (I formerly thought that the 
plural “ ’em” might be retained in the third line ; but the preceding “ read 
if' shows that the author must have written “ behold it”) 



P. 128. ( 2 i) **wmf 

Wait,’ I tMnk.” Walker’s Crit, Mxam* Tol. iii. p. M2. 
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P. 126. ( 17 ) “Eiwsmf?” 

The old eels, have “ Wrmching.’^ See note 12 on King Henry 
in the |)receding line “ Nor dreams &c.? 


P.126. (iS) 

So Theobald. — The old eds. have “ was.” 


P. 127. ( 19 ) In the pi'etended celehrationJ^ 

Here Walker (Crit Exam. &c. voL ii. p. 240), forgetting that iwetendecV^ 
meant “ intended,” proposes to substitute the latter word. 


P.127. ( 20 ) 

EoUqxo your solclier.-^[Tlohx^Q^im^ As before Jien^ 

And at the banks ofAuliSy &c. 

The old eds. have 

Follow your Soldier {as before) hence you 
And at the banckes of Anly,” &c. 

Aulis^' for “ Anly” is Theobald’s coiTection, which has been adopted by his 
successors.-— I have given (with Weber) the punctuation proposed by Mason, 
who observes that “ the first three words are addressed to the Queens ; the 
remainder to Artesius, whom he had before desired to draw out troops for 
the enterprize.” — Mr. Knight points the passage thus ; 

Follow your soldier i as before ; hence yoUi 
And at the banks ofAuliSy" &c. — 

One of Heath’s 31$. Notes is as follows ; “ A full stop, or at least a colon, 
ought to be placed after the words ‘ as beforel Theseus, addressing himself 
to Hippolyta and Emilia, directs them to foUow their soldier Pirithous, as 
they had done hitherto ; then turning himself to Artesius, he orders him to 
assemble one part of his forces, while he himself is going to assemble the 
other part. The place appointed for their conjunction in the former editions 
is called ‘ the ha?iks of Anly,’ a nonsensical name, to which nothing in 
nature corresponds: the new editions have substituted ^AuUsf but, besides 
that this is a sea-port, not a river, it is as far beyond Thebes to the north as 
Athens itself is to the south of Thebes. I have no doubt but the poets 
wrote ‘ Ilisse’ for the river Ilissus.”— But Theseus certainly addi’esses the 
word “ Qtieens^^ to the three $u])yliant Queens; and that by the expression 
*^your soldieF^ he means himself, is plain from what he has akeady said 
(p.123); 

“ 0 , no knees, none, widow ! 

Unto the helmeted Bellona use them, 

And pray for your soldier*^ 

As to “ Anly,’* it is more likely to be a blunder (perhaps of the transcriber 
or compositor) for “ Aulis** than for ** Ilisse our old poets were not nice 
geographers. 
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P. 128. ( 22 ) “ I’ tW aid 0 ’ the current, 

Tlieol)ald proposed to read “ P tW Lead 0 ’ the cwTewiJ wMcli, tliougL re- 
jected by Seward, was adopted by tbe editors of 1778.— This alteration, 
observes Mason, “ entirely destroys tbe sense of tbe passage. What Arcite 
means to urge as a reason for tbeir quitting Tbebes is, that if they struggled 
against tbe current of the fashion, tbeir striving would answer no purpose ; 
and that, if they followed tbe common stream, it would lead them to an 
eddy where they should either be drowned or reap no advantage from their 
labouring through it but life and weakness.” 

P. 129. ( 23 ) “rfitom” 

Heath (ills. Note.*?) would read “ reclaim.” 

P. 180. ( 24 ) whose successes 

Make heaven unf ear'd, &G. 

So Seward rightly pointed the passage, though the editors of 1778 adopted, 
and endeavoured to defend, the punctuation of the old eds,, vrhich have 

“ tohose successes 

MskQZ heaven unfeard, and villany assured 
Beyond its ^ower: there's nothing, almost ])uts 
Faith in a feavour,^' &c . — 

Heath (iLTs. Notes) proposes 

^^ 20 hose success 
Makes Heaven unfear'd," &c. ; 

a reading which Mr. Knight has given. But “ a most unbounded tyrant, 
who” is understood as the nominative to “ almost imts," as appears from 
%vhat follows, — “ who only attributes.” 

P. 180, ( 25 ) men's" 

The old eds. have ‘‘men.” 

P. 180. ( 26 ) ’ . ' , ‘ “ioo/” 

Seward’s coiTection. — The old eds. have “ on.” 

P. 131. ( 27 ) comes" ' 

The quarto has “ come.”— The folio of 1679 has “ came.” 

P. 132, ( 28 ) *^ dare^' ’ : 

Tie old eds. have “dure;” . and so Weber, and Mr. Kn^hi^-Seward printed 
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- cure and so tlie editors of 1778.— Sjmpson proposed “ » ^JDare* 

would be better tban ‘cure •/ but no amendment sbould be admitted.” Mason. 
— In act iii. sc, 6, Palamon says, 

“ and I feel myself 
With this refresbing, able once again 
To out-dare danger.” 

But in the present passage I have no doubt that tbe author wrote dare.” 

The words ‘ excess and overflow o/poieer’ relate not to the success of The- 
seus just before mentioned, but to the reinforcement Pirithous was on the 
point o^leading to join Ms army. And the sense is ; Though I dare not 
<Xuestion the success of my lord even with the troops he has, yet I wish him 
rather excess and overflow of power, more force than is necessary, that, if 
possible, he may defy fortune to disappoint him. It is evident from this 
that the true reading is * dujV.” Heath {Ms, Notes). 


P. 132 (29) Peace he to you^ 

As I pursue this loar / which shall he then 
Beyond f urther requiring 

This passage is oddly expressed; but the meaning is, Peace be to you as 
long as I pursue this war ! when that is ended, we shall not need to pray 
for it.” Mason. 


P. 133. (30) 

“ I conjecture ‘imports,’ that is, duties or offices of importance. The flow 
of the versification in this speech seems to demand the trochaic ending ; 
while the text blends jingle and hisses to the annoyance of less sensitive 
ears than Fletcher’s — ^not to say, Shakespeare’s.” Coleridge’s Remains^ 
vol. ii. p. 321. A wretched conjecture ! 


P.133. (31) one'"' 

Mason’s correction (anticipated by Heath, Ms. Notes ). — The old ods. have 
ore” and “ o’er and so Seward and the editors of 1778. 


P. 133. (32) “ they have shiffUl 

Torrents^ whose roaring tyranny and power 
r the least of these was dreadful 

“ /.e. they have passed in a slight bark over torrents whose roaring tyranny 
and power, even when at the minimum of fury, were dreadful.” Weber ; 
whose explanation I believe is right : but he, and the other modem editors, 
point the earlier part of the passage erroneously. 


P.133. {33) , ^ , 

Here the old eds. have Plauia;” 
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P.133. ( 34 ) The one of tW other,'^\ &Q., 

“ The following marginal direction [here] in the quarto proves that the play 
was pi'inted from the prompter’s hook; ‘2. HeaTses veady with Tcilamoji : 
and Arcite : the 3. Queenes. Theseus : and Ms Lordes ready' ” Webee.-— T he 
same dii-ection is also found in the folio of 1679, but at the commencement of 
this speech. 

P. 134. ( 35 ) No more arraignment 

“ i.e., says Dr. Dodd, ‘ her not liking it was sufficient to condemn it, without 
any further arraignment, or bringing it to its trial.’ ” . 1778. 

P.134. ( 36 ) ^^myhreasts — then" 

The old eds. have hreasts^ oh “ Dele ‘0.’” Walker’s Grit. 

Exam. &G. vol. in. p. 342. 

P.134. ( 37 ) her affections— yrettyf 

Though haypily her cai'eless wear— 1 follow'd'' 

— her affections^ “Le. what she ajdected — ^liked.” Knight. — The old eds. 
have 

her affections (pretty 

Though Juippelyi her careleSf were, I followed 

which Seward violently altered. — I give (with Weber and Mr. Knight) the 
reading of the editors of 1778. 

P.134. ( 38 ) 

Seward’s correction (Posismpf to vol. x. ed. 1750). — The old eds. have “ on.” 


P. 134. ( 39 ) “ this rehearsal — 

JVhichy every innocent wots loell^ comes in 
Like old importmenfs bastard — has this end. 

That the true love 'tween maid and maid may be 
More than in sex dividual." 

The old eds. have 

This rehear sail 

{Which hxrjAnnocent wots loell) comes in 
Like old importments bastard, has this end, 

That the true love tioeene Mayde, and mayde, may be 
More « 7 ic 7 i m sexc individuall.” — 

Seward gave Sympson’s conjecture, {Which surely Innocence wots well)," 
and rightly altered individual” to dividual" He was followed by the 
editors of 1778. — “Instead of Hmportmenf 1 should read * emportment,’ 
from the French emportement, which signifies passion or transport ; and in- 
stead of * wots well* I should read ‘ wot I well;* and then it will run thus ; 

* This rehearsal 

{Which fury innocent, wot I well, comes in 
Like old emportment’s bastard) has this end,* &c. 



P. 135. (42) “ What wasH that prisoner told me' 

The old eds. have “ what prisoner was’t that told me^ 


P, 135. (43) We leartV^ 

So Heath {Ms, Notes). — The old eds. have “ ir^leaue. 
print “ With leave,” 


-The modern editors. 


P. 135. (44) “ Nor in a state of <fec. 

Here we have another stage-direction in the old quarto [and in the folio, 
too], — ‘ 3. Hearses ready. ” Weber, 


Since I have hnownfighfs fury, friends^ behests, 
Love's provocations, zeal in a mispress' task. 

Desire of liberty , a fever, madness, . 

hath set a mark which nature could not reach to 
Without some impositionp sickness in will, 

Or wrestling strength inreasm* ^or bur hvcf' &c. 
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And EmiHa's meaning is this ; * This recital, the innocent enthusiasm of 
which, I well know, comes in like the spmdous offspring, the faint resem- 
blance of the passion I formerly felt for Flavina, is intended to prove that- 
love between maid and maid may be stronger than that between persons of 
different sexes.’ This conjecture, however, is offered with much diffidence ; 
but some explanation is better than none.” MASON.—Lamb {S^ec. of Dngl. 
Dram. Poets, p. 416) silently ininted 

“ this rehearsal 

[Which every innoce7it wots well) comes in,'" &c.; 

and his alteration of “ fury” into every " which certainly seems to restore 
the genuine reading, has been adopted by Weber and Mr. Knight. Weber’s 
interpretation of the passage is: “This rehearsal of our affections (which 
every innocent soul well knows comes in like the mere bastard, the faint, 
shadow of the true import, the real extent of om- natural affections) has this 
end or purpose, to prove that the love between two virgins may be stronger 
than that between persons of different sexes.” 

Seward compares the present description with the well-known passage in 
A Midsummer-Nighfs Dream, act iii. sc. 2 ; 

“ We, Hermia, like two artificial gods,” &c. 


P. 134. (40) *^Iamnot" 

Walker [Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 343) marks this hemistich as imperfect. 


P. 135. (41) 

So the folio of 1679. 


“ smeared" 

(Qy. if rightly ?) — The quarto has “ succard.” 
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“ Since I have knoione frights, fury, friends, belieastes, 

Loves, provocations, zeale, a mistris Taskc, 

Desire of liberty, a feavour,madnes, 

Hath set a marke which nature coxdd not reach too 
Without some imposition, sichies in loill 
Or wrastling strength in reason, for our Lore,” &c. 

'Seward printed 

Since I have Imoicn frights, iuvj, friends' behests, 

Love's provocations, zeal, a mistress’ task, 

Desire of liberty, a fever, madness, 

Sickness in wiU, or wrestling strength in reason 
’T hath set a mark which Nature could not reach to 
Without some imposition. For our Love," — 

The editors of 1778 adopted Seward’s transposition and his reading “ ’2’ hath 
set a mark," &c. : in other respects they followed the old eds.— Weber gave 
the passage as Seward had done, bating the transposition.— Mr. Knight 
foKowB Seward in the first two lines, the old eds. in the remainder.— Heath 
(ilL. Notes) would read in the first line “ fights, fury, friend’s behests and 
in the fourth, “ Have set a mark," &c.— The explanations which have been 
ofiered of this very difficult passage appear to me so unsatisfactory that I 
omit them. 


P.136. (46) 

Walker {Grit, Exam. <fcc. vol. iii. p. 279) would read “wide. 


P. 137. (47) “ household's grave 

Altered silently to “household graves” by Seward; and so the editors 
1778 and Weber. — “Each king,” observes Mr. Knight, “had one grave.” 


P. 187. (48) “ with strewings.” 

Not in the old eds. — ^Weber gave “ with rushes observing that the “ strew- 
ings" mentioned in the first speech of the G-aoler’s Daughter might be 
flowers, but that they were more likely to be rushes, with which the floors 
of apartments used formerly to be strewed. 


P.138. (49) “yme” 

i.e. step. So the quarto (“ greise") ; and so Seward. — ^The folio of 1679 has 
“ grief;” and so the editors of 1778, Weber, and Mr, Knight, — ^wrongly, as 
the context proves. Grise (spelt variously) is common in our old writers : 
we have had it thrice in the preceding plays. 


P. 138. (50) “ and so did they 

These words puzzled Seward. “ The Jailer, in order to account to the Wooer 
for his (the Wooer’s) not having seen the prisoners, tells him that Theseus 
had returned to Athens privately in the night-time, and his two prisoners 
with him.” Hea.th (Ms. Notes). 
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P. 138. ( 51 ) “ [Exit -with Gaoler and Wooer.” 

“ The following is made a separate scene in the former editions ; hut it is 
ondent that the Jailer and Ms Daughter were placed in the same situation 
as Emilia is afterwards,— a garden OYeiiooked hy the prison in which Pala- 
mon and Arcite were confined. But there is considerable difficulty how the 
subseqtuent conversation with the Jailer is to be carried on. In the ancient 
theatres this was easily accomplished by the platform of the stage repre- 
senting the garden, and the permanent gallery at the back the inside of the 
tower in which Palamon and Arcite were immiired.” Webee. ---The two pri- 
soners were no doubt su])jposed to appear at the window (Palamon, p. 143, 
says to Arcite, 

“ Put but thy head out of t/iis more, 

And, as I have a soul, I’ll nail thy life to’t !”) ; 

and in all probability they entered on the raised platform or upper-stage t 
see the Memoir of Shakespeare, p. 42. It is most probable that the Gaoler 
reentered there also. 


were. 


P.139. ( 54 ) 

The old eds. have “ Bravish’d. 


“ Ravish'd' 


P.140. ( 55 ) ^^Stuch" 

The old eds. have “ Strucke” and “Struck;” and so the modem editors. 
“To preserve the similitude of the quiver, we must ceitainly read ‘ Stuck' 
Heath (Ms. Notes), 


P.140. ( 56 ) ^\lastly," 

Seward printed “ lazily and so the editors of 1778. — “ The import of the 
word * lastly' is, that wMch is worst of all.” Mason. — The metre of this line, 
as it now stands, is not objectionable, for lastly" may be read as a trisyl- 
lable : compare a line in p. 143, 

“ For when the west wind courts her gently 
where “ gently" is evidently used as a trisyllable. 


P. 140. ( 57 ) “ twin'd together 

Seward silently printed “twinn’d together;" and so his successors, Weber 
excepted. — This scene is nndouhtedly by Fletcher ; and compare Ms Lovers* 
Rrogress^ act ii. sc. 3 ; . ; . 

“ To see two hearts that , have been, twir^d together^ 

Miirried in friendsMp,'** • , 
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P 140 (58) prison holy sctnctucn 1/1 

Seward i^rinted prison a holy sanctuary ' 


[notes. 


P.141. (59) Grave" 

i e Buit —The old eds. have “ Crave and so the editors of 1778 (who, 
without attempting to explain it, call it “ easy and intelligihle ’ !), _“d 
and Mr. Knight (who each offers a very strange and forced inteipietafaon). 
Seward printed “ Reave.” Theobald proposed “ Craze,” Sympson “ Carve, 
Mason ‘^^Oleave,” and Heath [Me. Notes) “ Baze.”-Strange that not one of 
them should have hit upon what the poet evidently wrote, “ Gi-ave. 

P.142. (6o) This garden has a luorld of pleasures inH:^ 

Stands in tlie old eds. as a portion of the preceding speech. 

P,144. (6i) loho shall deny me f 

Val. I, that first saw her 

Walker (after obserYing, “ of course, I do not quote this as Shakespeare’s”) 

bids ns read , , ,v v , 

who shall deny met 

Pal. I » 

I that first saio her.^’ 

Grit, Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 142. 

P.144. (62) . . 

“ I say again^ I love ; and, in loving her, maintain 

■“ Arrange and write ; 

* I say again 

I love her; and, in loving,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Grit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 343. 


P. 145. (63) 

See note 51. 

P.149. (64) 

The old eds. have “ yet,” 
P, 149. (65) 

The old eds. have “ sees.” 


“Be-enter Gaoler."*' 


‘2/e” 




P. 150. (66) “ This is an offer'd opportunity 

I durst not wish for," 

** From TumC) quod optanti, <fec. [Vii’gil, JEn. ix. 6].” 

* "Wo.HrAv’fl {Irif 
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P. 150. (67) “ Sioifter than tcind %t])on a field of corn, 

Oiirling the wealthy ears, ever fiew^^^ 

Mason’s correction ; and so Mr. Kniglit.~The old eds* have 

Szvifter, then [folio of 1679, tJmi] ivinde u^pon a feild of 
Gome 

(Curling the wealthy cares) neverj?ew.” 

' Stoif ter ihe wind tipon a field of coim, 

Ciirlmg the wealthy ears, ne'^ev fiexud* 

.nd so the editoi'S of 1778, and Weher. 


'Seward printed 


P.151. (6S) I, seeing, 

Read * And, seeing’.” Walker’s Crit JSxam. &c. vol. iii, p. 343, 


P.152. (69) 
Seward would read 


P. 152.(70) proves^' 

The modern editors, Weber excepted, print “ prove. 


P.155, (jj) ^‘land,^* 

Heath (Ms. Notes) conjectures “ stand.”-— I suspect that we ought to read 
^‘laund” (an old form of “lawn”), which occurs in The Third Part of King 
Henry VI. act iii. sc. 1, and in Venus and Adonis. 


P.155. {72) place" 

Seward’s correction. — The old eds. have “ 


P. 156. (73) “ voidest" 

Eympson’s correction. — The old eds. have “voydes. 


P- 156. (74) “ give me language such 

As thou hast showed me feat J" 

L e. let your language correspond with the vileness of your actions.” Masow, 


P. 158.(75) 

The old eds. have “ busines. 


baseness?" 


P. 158. {76) ** musetf^ 

'The old eds. have “ Musicke” and ** Musiok.” 



“ here's no Theseus. 
Pal. Nor none so honesty Arcite'’' 


* here’s no Theseus. 


Nor none so honest, Arcite.*' 

* Theseu^ is Shakespeare’s pronunciation, not Fletcher’s (see Midsummer- 
NighVs Dream); besides, the sentence seems to reanixe ‘No\” 'Walker'E 
Crit. Exam, &c. voL ii. p* 147^ 
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P.158. (77) my stomach 

Mot reconcil'd ly reason.'" 

“ i.e. Hfmj stomach were not,’ &o.” miner's Grit. Exam. &o. vol.iii. p. 843. 


P.158. (78) 

The old eds. have “ If.” 


^Pve" 


P.159. (79) “iraU” 

Theohald’s correction, adopted hy Woher andMr. Knight. -The old eds. have 

“ Beake” and " Beak.” — Seward printed “ heck’ (i.e. small stream) , and so 
the editors of 1778.-Nares thinks that “heck,” in the present passage is 
“an excellent and undonhted emendation, heeanse the Jailei s Danghtei 
had appointed Palamon to wait for her at a cedar ‘fast hy »■ 6™^; ■ 
inv. as Mason ohserres, “it is out of a hush or Jrahe that Palamon 

issues when he quarrels with Arcite, p. 156; and in the 6th scene of the 

present act Arcite says, a +• . 

(_/, reiiire, * 

For honour’s sake and safety, presently 

Into your bush again, sir.’ ” 


P.159. (80) . • , 

“Food took I none these two days ; once, indeed, 

I siyy'd some water; I've not clos'd mine eyes, 

Save when my lids scour'd off their lirviic." 

The old eds. have 

*^ Food tooke I none these two daies. 

Sip some water. I have not closd inine eyes," &c. 

Seward printed 

“ Food tooJi I none these two days, only sipt 
Some water, two nights I've not closed mine eyes, Szc, 

Sympson iiroposed to read 

“Food took I none these noo days, ’cept some water; 

I have not clos'd mine eyes, 

Save when," &c. ; 

which Mason tHnks right.--The editors of 1778 followed the old eds. ; and 
go Mr. Knight.— Weher violently altered the arrangement of the lines.—That 
some words have dropt out is cpiite evident. 
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P. 160. (82) health 

Is followed in tlic old eds. by “ etc.” 

P. 162. (83) ^^Spoomher^^ 

So Weber (who comi^ares a passage in Fletcher’s Double 3Iarriage, act ii. 
sc. 1 ; • 

“ Down with the foresail too ! we’ll spoo 7 n before her”).— 

The old eds. have “ Vpon /ier,” with which Mr. Knight is satisfied.— Seward 
gave Sympson’s conjecture, “Up with /ier;” and so the editors of 1778.— 
Theobald proposed “ Spoon her.”— Nares {Gloss, in v.) thinks that in the pre- 
sent passage “ S^yoovi her” is not the right reading. 


P. 163. (84) 




“ Is an abbreviation of ‘ he shalip still common among the vulgar ; and there 
is no occasion to read with Mason ‘ he’ll’.” Webeb. 

P.163. (85) ^^yeja7ie judgments 

The old eds. have “ ye jave Judgements and so Weber.— Seward printed 
“ ye sleaYe judgments and so the editors of 1778.— Heath {Ms. Notes) pro- 
poses “ye jaw judginentP'^ (a conjecture which also occuiTed to Weber).— Mr. 
Knight gives “ye jape jMdyme?2^s.”— It is reaUy extraordinary that, when 
Seward got so far as to observe that, “ whether ‘ jave’ be some sort of coarse 
cloth as well as frieze, or a mistake of the press, must be uncertain,” &c., 
neither he nor his successors should have discovered the right word : “jave” 
is undoubtedly a misprint for “jane,”— a stuff well known in England long- 
before the present play was written: “Fustian called /can,” &c. The Bates 
of the Custome-house , drc. 1582, sig. c 2. — With the present passage we may 
compare the following lines of Taylor the water-poet ; 

“ And with Mochado mouth, and judgement Bash, 

And tongue of Saije, thou’lt say all is but trash.” 

A Beply as true as Steele, &o. 1641, p. 6 [5]. 

P. 165. (86) “A fire ill take herP* 

Seward printed “A feril take her /” — “because the dialogue is with a school- 
master, who says of himself [p. 167] that 

* He humbles with a ferula the tall ones.’ ” — 

Weber proposes to x’ead “ An ill fire take herP^ — Hares {Gloss, in v. Berril) 
says that “ * A fir e~ill take her’ is doubtless equivalent to ‘j ? — x take her.’” 
— ^After aU, is not the right reading “ A wildfire take her'’ ? That expression 
is very common : so, in Fletcher’s Mad Lover, act v. sc. 3, Chilax exclaims to 
the Piiestess, “ A wildfire take you !” 

P. 165* (87) “Z” ■ ^ 

Added by Seward ; ^nd so his successors, — ^Weber excepted, who inserts 

“ we,” ' • - . ’ \ • : , ■ 

. VOL, VIII. . ^ V a 
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P. 166. ( 88 ) persuade her to a ^eace 

■ Means simply — persuade her to he quiet. —Keed would alter * [a to 

“ appease,” Mason to “ a place” (in the dance), and Weher to a pace” [i. e. 
dance), 

P.166. ( 89 ) 

Thou doughty duTce^ all hail! All hail, sweet ladies / 

Thes. This is a cold beginning, 

“ I know not whether it is necessary to ohserve, that there is a play on ‘ hail,'’ 
ix^ in Love’s Labour’s lost, Y, 2.; 

‘ AU hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day 1 
P?-zn. Fair, in aH hail, is foul, as I conceive.’ 

Bekker, Old Fortunatus, Old Fnglish Drama, 1831, p. 34, ^ Andelocia. Brother, 
aU hail. Shadow, There’s a rattling salutation.’ ” Walker’s Grit. F warn, &;g, 
vol. iii. p. 343. 

P. 166. ( 90 ) ^‘rable, 

. . . . . . , choris,” 

The modern editors print “rahble” and (with the folio of 1679) “ chorus.” 


P. 167. ( 91 ) 


“ tenner;” 


So the old cds., for the sake of the rhyme. — ^The modern editors (Seward 
excepted) print “tenor.” 

P. 167. ( 9 z) “ hanging 

Heath [Ms, Notes) conjectures “hugging;” not perceiving (what is surely 
plain enough) that ’’^hanging” means tapestry.— Compare, p. 190, “ 0 , that 
ever I did it behind the arras !” 


P. 167. ( 93 ) “ XDclcome to Ms cost” 

The old eds. have “ weloomes to their cost;” and, in the next line hnt one 
“ Informes.” ’ 


P. 167. ( 94 ) *< beast-eating” 

Mason would read “ 'booA-eating” 

P. 167. ( 95 ) **Ger,” 

This prefix has dr-opt out from the old eds., which have here a stage-diree- 
tion, Knoche for Schoole” (and “ Schoolm,”) ^ 


P. 167. ( 96 ) 

The old eds. have “ thee,” 


^ye” 



P. 176. (102) “ of my name^s opinion P'^ 

i. e. of the rejmtation or credit of my name. This is Theobald’s correction, 
which is approved hy Mason, and adopted hy Mr. Knight. — The old eds. have 
of my name ; Opinion and so Seward, the editors of 1778, and Weber. 


P. 176. ( 103 ) ‘‘jprozn” 

Seward silently printed “ prnne and so his successors. 


P. 176. (104) that ever Wd 

The old eds, have merely “ that ever lov^dP’* — “Both sound (the Pletcherian 
rhythm especially) and sense require ‘that ever lov’d therrPJ* Walker’s Grit* 
Exam* &c. vol. iii. p. 344, ' 


whetlUT^V 


P. 177. (105) 

Is here used in the sense of whichev^r> or 'v;rhi<^ 6£ ihe tm’^ Mason. 
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P, 172. {97) “ If I fall, curse me, and say I loas a coward; 

For none hut such dare die in these just trials. 

“ Mr. Sympson thinks this a strange sentiment ; and indeed it must appear 
so, till we recollect that our scene lies in the land of knight errantry rather 
than in Athens ; that our authors follow Chaucer, and dress their heroes after 
the maimers of his age, when trials by the sword were thought just, and the 
eonguered always supposed guilty and held infamous.” Sewaud. 


P. 172. (98) safety,-^ 

Theobald and Seward’s correction, which is followed by Weber and by Mr. 
Knight. — The old eds. have “ safely;” and so the editors of 1778. 


P, 173. (99) “ thy own edict, 

The old eds. have “ this oicne EdictP' — Seward silently printed “ this known 
edict and so his successors. — Compare the seventh line of the next page. 

P. 174. (roo) “ The misadventure of their own eyes Mil ^em 

Beward silently altered ^^hilV^ to “kills.” — ^But see note 116 on Lovers La- 
hour'^s lost. 

P. 176. (loi) “/ail” 

The old eds. have * ‘ fall,” 
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P. 179. (io6) “r/2572” 

Qy. “Where”? 

P. ISO. (107) 

Not in the old eds. 

P. 181. (108) ^^w7'eatJi'' 

The old eds. have “ wreake” and “ wreak.” 

P. 182. (109) rearhj 

i, e. early. — This is Sympson’s correction, adopted by Weber and Mr. Knight. 
— The old eds. have “ rarely.”- — Seward (rejecting Sjnnpson’s reading, because' 
he could find no authority for it) printed “ early;” and so the editors of 1778. 
— Weber observes that Gay, in his Shepherd^s Weeh^ uses rear for early. — 
Grose gives Bear (coiTuptly pronounced early, soon.” Bi'ov, Gloss, 

P. 183. (no) means"^ 

The old eds. have “ meane.” 

P. 183. (ill) Far-' 

The old eds. have “ Fox\” 

P, 184. (i 12) “ Jove” 

The old eds. have “ Love.” — Seward (who proposed in a note various altera- 
tions of this passage) printed “ Set Jove a-fire, and enforc'd the god," &c.; and 
so Mr. Knight. — The construction and meaning (as Mason saw) are, “ With 
just such another smile [which is understood from the preceding “ smiling"\ 
wanton Ganymede set Jove a-fire.” 

P. 185. (113) These" 

Mason would read “ They’re.” 

P. 185. (114) ^^viirgin" 

The old eds. have “ Virgins.” 

P. 186. (115) Made mothers joy — ” 

The modern editors (with- the exception of Seward), not perceiving that “iot/” 
is a verb, print Made mothers’ yo?^,” 

P. 186. (116) ^*faiT" 

“ For ^fairs' read ^ sixe’.” Walker’s Grit, Bxam, &c. vol. i. p. 325. But com- 
pai'e, in j>-. 177, each WTth three /ufr knightSi” 
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P. 186. ( 117 ) “ Enter Messenger.^^ 

The old eds. have Enter 2lessengers [and Messenger], Curtis.”— “ Curtis 
was probably [certainly] the name of the performer who acted this subordinate 
2 >art.” Webee. 

P. 186. ( 118 ) “ fhose'^ 

So the folio of 1679. — The quarto these and so the modern editors, Seward 
excepted. 

P.186. ( 119 ) “./Ire” 

The old eds. have “faire” and “fair;” and so Mr. Knight.— Seward printed 

•“ far ;” and so the editors of 1778 and Weber. — Nothing can be plainer than 
that the right reading is “yZre,” — a correction which had occuiTed to me long 
before I found it in Heath’s ills. Notes, — “ The description of these attendant 
Imights is closely copied from Chaucer, as well as the orisons to Venus, Mars, 
and Diana in the next act.” Webee. 

P. 187. ( 120 ) ArifrCd long and round;'' 

■“ Seward reads, ‘ Arms long and round' [and so the editors of 1778]; but the 
text has the same meaning.” Weber (from Mason). 

P. 187. ( 121 ) croton" 

So Seward ; and so his successors. — The old eds. have “ corect” and “ cor- 
rect.” (We should be nearer to the ductus literarum by reading “court:” 
but it is less appropriate.) 

P. 188. ( 122 ) they would show 

Bravely about" 

Altered by Seward to 

“ they would shoto bravely 
Fighting about;" 

-and so the editors of 1778. 

P. 189. ( 123 ) 

Mason would read “ time most unnecessarily. 

P. 189. { 124 ) spirits are,-— there's a sight now 

Mason’s correction, adopted by Weber.— The old eds.have spirits, as the'rs 
'{and there's] a sight now," Ssq, ; and feo Seward> the editors of 1778, and Mr. 
■Knight. » ' 
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P. 190. (125) ; others 

The old eds. Lave “ another.” 

P. 191 . (126) carve her;' 

Seward silently printed “ carve for her and so Mr. Knight. — See note 1 1 on 
The Mernj Wives of Windsor. 

P. 191.(127) ^^lohafs" 

Seward silently printed “ what are and so his successors, Weher excepted. 
P. 191 . {128) 

“A court before the temples of Mars, Venus, and Diana.” 

Weher gave here “ Before the temple of Mars, which appears in the hack- 
ground;” at p. 194 , “Scene ii. The temple of Venus;” and at p. 195 , 
“ Scene iii. The temple of Diana.” But it is evident (not only from the first 
speech of Theseus in this page — 

“ Now let ’em enter, and before t/ie 
Tender their holy prayers : let the temples 
Burn bright,” &c- — 

but also from the division of the scenes in the old eds., which have “ Scaena 2 .” 
before the entrance of the Doctor, Gaoler, &c., at p. 197 ), that the prayers of 
Arcite, Palamon, and Emilia to their respective patron deities are compre- 
hended in the same scene, — ^the temples of Mars, Venus, and Diana, with 
their altars and statues, being supposed to stand together in the background. 

P. 193 . (129) father of it;' 

Theobald’s correction ; and adopted by Weber. — The old eds. have “ farther 
offii;” and so Seward. — The editors of 1778 printed “ further off ft;” and so- 
Mr. Knight. — “ I cannot think the old reading right, because it does not ap- 
pear to me to be sense to say that apprehension is farther ofi; from the spirit 
of Mars than fear is. I am therefore inclined to adopt Theobald’s amend- 
ment ; for we may fairly say that apprehension— that is, a sensibility of 
danger— is the parent of fear.” Masok.—“ I believe Mr. Theobald hath hit 
upon the true reading.” Heath [Ms. Notes). 

P. 193. (130) “ where she sticks" 

Seward silently printed where she will stick;” and so his successors,— 
silently also. 

P. 193. {131) ^Hvhose approach" 

Added by Seward ; the text being manifestly mutilated. 

P. 193. (132) “ armipotent" 

The old eds. have “ armenypotent” and “ arTnenipotent.” 
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B. 194. (133) 

‘‘ W 7 io$e youth, like teanton hoys through "bonfires, 

Have” 

Seward printed “ Whose freaks oiyouth,'\ &c.--Some word Las probably dropt 
out here ; but tbe construction of the passage is suck as our early winters 
fre<iuently employ: tbe poet wrote youth .... hate” on account of tbe 
interYening “ &o?/s see note 100. 


P. 196. (134) green eye^^ 

Seward printed “ sbeen eyeW — See Glossary. 

P. 197. (135) Ho, there, 

i, e, stop, bold there. — Mason, not being aware bow coi 
is, would read “ Hold, i/ierc.” 

P. 198. (136) humoiW 

Tbe old eds. baye “bonour.” 

P. 200. (137) “Daugb.” 

Altered by Seward to Jail. and so Weber. 

P. 201. (138) “ A part of tbe forest,” Sso, 

Weber marked tbis scene “ An Apartment in tbe Palace.” See note 147, 

P. 201, (139) “Attendants.” 

Tbe old eds. baye “some Attendants, T. Tucke: Curtis.” See note 117. 

P. 202. (140) “ Which sometime shoto well, pencilVd 

Tbe old eds. baye no point between “ wcZZ” and ^'‘jgenciWdy — Seward printed 
“ Which Time sball shew well penciird*”--Th.e editors of 1778, “ Which some- ^ 
time sheto well-pencill’d and so Mr. Knigbt. — Tbe punctuation wbicb I give 
(with Weber) was proposed by Mason, wbo obseryes, “ Tbe meaning is, Sbe 
sball see deeds of honour actually performed, wbicb shew well, eyen when 
represented in painting.” I may add that Heatb (Ms, Notes) bad anticipated 
Mason in tbis punctuation. 

P. 202. (141) ^ the ^ce and garland 

To crown the guestanfs title 

Tbe old eds. instead of “ questanVs^^ Ijave Questions with wbicb Mi*. Col- 
lier (note on T7ic Merry Wives , of Windsor, act in. se* .4, — Shakespeare, voL i. 
p. 222, sec. ed.) compares the mor gifiihe 16B2, where in 
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Mrs well that ends well^actn. sc. 1, the misprint “ (^nestion” for questanV'^ 
occurs. When Mr. Collier (ibid.) says that here “jpnce” should he “ prize,” 
he forgot that “ is common in the sense of my 

P. 203. (142) “ Mm” 

The old eds. have “ them.” 


P. 203. (143) “ Omit a ward, or forfeit an offence, 

“ Mr. Sympson ■would read * defence hnt ‘ ward and ‘ defence’ is the same 
thing. ‘ Offence^ is the reverse to ‘ ward,^ as weapons of offence and defence. 
To forfeit an offence, therefore, is to miss the opportunity of striking some 
advantageous blow, that might give the victory.” Sewaed. 

P. 203. (144) What is the chancer^ 

These words are followed in the old eds. by “ Enter Servant ;” but it is plain 
that Emilia was not left unattended ; see the speech of Theseus in p. 202. 

P. 204. (145) “eZse;” 

Was omitted by Seward ; and so the editors of 1778. “ The word ‘ eZse’ should 
not be strack out, as it is frequently introduced in these plays [of Beaumont 
and Fletcher] in the same manner. It is quite in the style of the authors.’* 
Mason. 

P. 205. (146) “/o?‘ he that was thus good 

Encountered yet his better 

“ One cannot help thinking of * 

’Eer0Xbs ccbi/, ^XXov Kpeirroyos avrervx^v* 

Can the circumstance be accidental ? I think not.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c, 
vol. iii. p. 346. 

P. 206, (147) The same part of the forest,” &c. 

Weber marked this scene “An open Place in the City with a Scaffold,” in 
spite of what Theseus presently says (p. 209) ; 

In this place first you fought ; even very here 
I sunder’d you.” 

too the speech of Theseus, p. 177 ; 

“ You shall both to your country,” &c. 

P. 206. (148) “ unwajpperedff 

Seward gave, with Theobald, “unwarp’d;” and so the editors of 1778.— Mr. 
Knight prints “ unwappen’d.” 
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P. 208. (149) dearly 

The correction of Seward, who compares the following passage at p. 210 ; 

“ for whom an hom*, 

But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry 
As glad of Ai'cite.’ ~ 

'The old eels, have “ early.” 

P, 209. (150) ^\Hehept Mmy^^ &c, 

“ The 4to thus; 

‘ He kept him tioeene his legges, on his hind hoofes 
on end he stands 

[the foKo of 1679 putting a { before the hemistich to connect it immediately 
with what precedes;] from which it shotdd seem that the first pai-t of the 
second line wag omitted by the compositor, being iUegible in the manuscript 
The sense is, however, perfect as it stands.” Webek. 

P. 209. (151) 

The old eds. have “ Our.” 


“ Youf 




VENUS AND ADONIS. 


Vilia miretiir tulgns ; mihi flaYHs A|><)llo 
Pocula Castaiia i)lena mMstret aq[xia. 

[Ovip, I. 


Am, 




TO THE 


EIGHT HONOUEABLE HENEY WEIOTHESLY, 

BABL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AJTD EAEON OF TICHFIEI/D. 


Eight Honourable, 

I know not liow I shall offend in dedicating my 
unpolished lines to your lordship, nor how the world will censure 
me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a "burden : 
only, if your honour seem but pleased, I account myself highly 
praised, and vow to take advantage of all idle hours, till I have 
honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of my 
invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a god- 
father, and nev'er after ear so barren a land, for fear it yield me 
still so bad a harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey, and 
your honour to your heart’s content ; which I wish may always 
answer your own wish, and the world’s hopeful expectation. 

Your honour’s in all duty, 


William SHxiKESPEARE. 




VENUS AND ADONIS. 


Even as the sun with pnrple-colour’d face 
Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn, 
Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase ; 
Hunting he lov’d, but love he laugh’d to scorn : 
Sick-thoughted Yenus makes amain unto him. 
And like a bold-fac’d suitor gins to woo him. 


Thrice-fairer than myself,” thus she began. 

The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare. 
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man, 
More white and red than doves or roses are ; 
Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life. 


Youchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 
And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed 
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know : 

Here come and sit, where never ser^nt hisses. 
And being ^et. Til smother iliee iSth Ksses; 
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'' And yet not cloy thy lips ^vitli loath’d satiety,, 
But rather famish them amid their plenty, 
Making them red and pale with fresh variety,— 
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 

A summer’s day will seem an hour but short, 
Being wasted in such time -beguiling sport.” 


With this she seizeth on his sweating palm, 
The precedent of pith and livelihood, 

And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm, 
Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good : 
Being so enrag’d, desire doth lend her force 
Courageously to pluck him from hi.s horse. 


Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein, 
Under her other was the tender boy, 

Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain, 
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire, 
He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 


The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
hfimbly she fastens : — 0, how quick is love ! — 

The steed is stalled up, and even now 
To tie the rider she begins to prove : 

Backward she push’d him, as she would be thrust, 
And govern’d him in strength, though not in lust* 


So soon was she along as he was down, 

Each leaning on their elbows and their hips : 

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown? 
And gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips ; , 

And kissing speaks, with lustful language hroken^^ 
If thou wilt chide; thy dips sh%H never , open.’ ! . 



t 
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He Burns witli basliful shame ; she with her tears 
Doth qiieiich the maiden burning of his cheeks; 
Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs 
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 

He saith she is immodest, blames her miss ; 
What follows more she murders with a kiss. 


‘if)- 


Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and bone, 
Shaking her wings, deyonring all in haste, 

Till either gorge be stuff'd, or prey he gone ; 

Eyeii so she kiss'd his brow% his cheek, his chin, 
And wdiere she ends she doth anew begin. 


Forc’d to content, but never to obey, 

Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face ; 

She feedeth on the steam as on a prey, 

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace ; 
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers. 
So they w'ere dew’d with such-distilling showers. 


Y 


Look how a bird lies tangled in a net. 

So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies ; 

Pure shame and av/’d resistpce made him fret, 
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes : 
Kain added to a river that is rank 
Perforce wdll force it overflow the bank. 


Still she entreats, and prettily entreats, 

. ' And to a pretty ear she tunes her tale ; 

Still 13 he iullen, still he lours ahS^frets, ^ ^ . 

/ ; ’Twist priH^son and anger ashy-pale I ' - 

; : ^eing'rea^’;fhtfd^^ Htn be^;' and being white, 

.trill ^ 
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Look liow lie can, she cannot choose hut love ; 

And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 

From his soft bosom never to remove. 

Till he take truce with her contending tears. 

Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all wet 
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt. 


Upon this promise' did. he raise his chin, 
Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave, 
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in ; 
So offers he to give wdiat she did crave ; 

But when her lips were ready for his pay, 
He winks, and turns his lips anotjier v^ay. 


Never did passenger in summer’s heat 

More thirst for drink than she for this good turn. 

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get ; 

She bathes in w^ater, yet her fire must burn : 

0, pity,” gan she cry, flint-hearted boy ! 
’Tis but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy ? 


I have been w^oo’d, as I entreat thee now, 

Even by the stern and direful god of w^ar. 

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow, 

Who conquers where he comes in every jar; 

Yet hath he been my captive and my slave, 

And begg’d for that which thou unask’d shalt have, 


Over my altars hath he hung his lance. 

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest, 

And for my sake hath learn’d to sport and dance. 
To toy, to ^vanton, dally, smile, and jest; 
Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red, 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 
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Thus he that oveiTul’d I overs wayhl, 

Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : 
Strong-temper’d steel his stronger strength Obey'd, 
Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 

0, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might, 

For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight ! 


Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine, — 
Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red, — 

The hiss shaJI be thine own as well as mine : — 
What see’st thou in the ground ? hold up thy head : 
Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies ; 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes ? 


Art thou asham’d to kiss? then wink again, 
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem night ; 
Love keeps his revels where there are but twain ; 
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 

These blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean. 


The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe ; yet mayst thou well be tasted : 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip ; 

Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 

Fair flowers that are not gather’d in -their prime 
Eot and consume themselves in little time. 


Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled-old, 
Ilhnurtiir’d, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 

O’erworn, despised, rheumatic, and cold, 

Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice, 

Then mightst thou pause,. for then I were not for tnee ; 
But having- no defects, why dost abhor me ? 
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Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow; 

Mine eyes are gray, and bright, and quick in turning 
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow, 

My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning ; 

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand felt, 
■Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt. 


Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green, 

Or, like a nymph, with long dishevelFd hair, 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen : 
Love is a spirit all compact of fire, 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 


^‘Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie ; 

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support me; 
Two strengthless doves will draw me through the sky^ 
From morn till night, even ^vhere I list to sport me : 
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee ? 


^Ils thine own heart to thine own face affected ? 
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left ? 
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected. 

Steal thine own freedom, and complain on theft. 
Narcissus bo himself himself forsook. 

And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 


Torches are made to light, jewels to wear. 

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use, 

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear ; 
Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse : 
Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth beauty 
Thou wast begot, — to get it is tby duty. 



Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou feed, 
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed ? 

By law of nature thou art bound to breed. 

That thine may live when thou thyself art dead ; . 
And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive, 

In that thy likeness still is left alive.” 


By this, the love-sick queen began to sweat, ' 

For, where they lay, the shadow had forsook them, 
And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat, 

With burning eye did hotly overlook them; 
Wishing Adonis had his team to guide, 

So, he were like him, and by Yenus’ side. 


And now Adonis, with a lazy spright. 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye. 

His louring brows o’eirwhelming his fair sight. 

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky, — 
Souring his cheeks, cries, ^^Fie, no more of love! 
The sun doth burn my face; I must remove.” 


Ay me,” quoth Yenus, young, and so unkind? 
What bare excuses mak’st thou to be gone 1 
111 sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun : 

111 make a shadow for thee of my hairs ; 

If they burn too. 111 quench them with my tears. 


The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm. 
And, lo, I lie between that sun and thee : 

The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 

Thine eye darts forth the fire that burnetii me ; 

And were I not immortal, life were done 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 
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Art thou obdurate, flinty, bard as steel, 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relentetli ? 
Art tbou a woman’s son, and canst not feel 
Wbat ’tis to love ? bow want of love tormentetb ? 
0, bad tby mother borne so bard a mind. 

She bad not brought forth thee, but died nnldnd. 


''What am I, that thou sbouldst contemn me this? 
Or wliat great danger dwells upon my suit ? 

Wbat were tby lips the worse for one poor kiss ? 
Speak, fair ; but speak fair words, or else be mute : 
Give me one kiss, I’ll give it thee again, 

And one for interest, if tbou wilt have twain. 


" Pie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone, 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead, 

Statue contenting but the eye alone, 

Thing like a man, but of no -woman bred ! 

Tbou art no man, though of a man’s complexion, 
For men will kiss even by their own direction.” 


This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue, 
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ; 

Eed cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong ; 
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause : 

And now she weeps, and now she fain would speak^ 
And now^ her sobs do her intendments break. 


Sometimes she shakes her head, .and then his hand, 
Now gazeth she on him, on the ground ; 
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band : 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound ; 

And when from thence he struggles to be gone. 
She locks her lily fingers one in one. 




ISfow wMch. way shall she turn ? what shall she say 
Her words are done, her woes the more increasing ; 
The time is spent, her object will away, 

And from her twining arms doth nrge releasing. 
Pity/' she cries, some favour, some remorse V 
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse. 


These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits, 
Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking. 
Being mad before, how doth' she now for wits ? 
Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking ? 
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn. 

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn ! 
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Fondling,” she saith, since I have hemm’d thee here 
Within the circuit of this ivory pale. 

I’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer ; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale : 

Graze on my lips ; and if those hills be dry, 

Stray lov/er, where the pleasant fountains lie. 


Within this limit is relief enough, 

Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plain, 

Bound rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough, 

To shelter thee from tempest and from rain : 

Then be my deer, since I am such a park ; 

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.” 


At this Adonis smiles as in disdain, 

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple : 

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain, 

He might be buried in a tomb so simple ; 
Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie, 

Why, there Love liv’d, and there he could not die. 
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Blit, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by, 

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud, 
Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy, 

And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs aloud : 
The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a tree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he. 


Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds, 

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder ; 

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds, 
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s thunder 
The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth, 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 


His ears up-prick’d ; his braided hanging mane 
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end 
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again, 

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send ; 

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 


Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 

With gentle majest}’- and modest pride ; 

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps, 

As who should say, ^^Lo, thus my strength is tried ; 
And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.” 


What recketh he his rider’s angry stir, 

His flattering Holla” or his Stand, I say”? 
W^hat cares he now for curb or pricking spur ? 
Bor rich caparisons or trapping gay ? 

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees, 
For nothing else with his proud sight agrees. 
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Look, wlien a painter would surpass the life 
In limning out a well-proportion’d steed, 

His art with nature’s workmanship at strife, 

As if the dead the living should exceed ; 

So did this horse excel a common one 
In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone. 


Eound-hoofd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long, 
Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide, 
High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong, 
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide : 
Look, what a horse should have he did not lack, 

Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 


Sometime he scuds far off, and there he stares ; 

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather ; 

To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 

And wher he run or fly they know not whether ; 

For through his mane and tail the high wind sings. 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d wings. 


Fie looks upon his love, and neighs unto her ; 

She answers him, as if she knew his mind : 

Being j)roud, as females are, to see him woo her. 
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind ; 
Spurns at his love, and scorns the heat he feels. 
Beating his kind embracements with her heels. 


Then, like a melancholy malcontent, 

He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume, 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent: 

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume. 
His love, perceiving how he is enrag’d, 

Grew kinder, and his fury was assuag’d. 
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His testy master goetli about to take him ; 

When, lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear, 
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him, 

With her the horse, and left Adonis there : 

As they W’ere mad, unto the wood they hie them. 
Out-stripping ciws that striTe to over-fly them. 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast : 

And now the happy season once more fits. 

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest ; 

For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue. 

An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d, 

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage : 

So of concealed sorrow may be said ; 

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage ; 

But when the heart’s attorney once is mute, 

The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 


He sees her coming, and begins to glow, 

Even as a dying coal revives with wund. 

And -with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind ; 
Taking no notice that she is so nigh, 

For all askance he holds her in his eye. 


0, what a sight it was, wistly to view 
How she came stealing to the wayward boy ! 

To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 

How wLite and red each other did destroy ! 

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flash’d forth fire> as lightning from the sky. 



Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 

0 fairest mover on this mortal round, 

Would thou wert as I am, and I a man, 

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound ; 

For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee, 
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure thee. 


Give me my hand,” saith he ; why dost thou feel it ?' 
Give me my heart,” saith she, and thou shalt have it : 
0, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it, 

And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it : 

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard, 

Because Adonis’ heart hath, made mine hard.” 
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Now w^as she just before him as he sat, 

And like a lowly lover clowm she kneels ; 

With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat, 

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels : 

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand’s print. 

As apt as new-fall’n snow takes any dint. 


0, what a war of looks was then between them ! 

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing ; 

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them ; 
Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d the wooing : 
And all this dumb-play had his acts made plain 
With tearSi» which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain. 


Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 

A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow, 

Or ivory in an alabaster band ; ■ . 

So vAite a friend engirts so white a foe : 

This beauteous combat, wilful and u|i willing, 
Show’d like two silver doves that sit a-billing. 
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For shame,” he cries, '' let go, and let me go ; 
My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone, 

And ’tis your fault I am bereft him so : 

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone ; 

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.” 


Thus she replies : Thy palfrey, as he should, 
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire : 
Affection is a coal that must be cool’d ; 

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire : 

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone. 


How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree, 
Servilely master’d with a leathern rein ! 

But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee, 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest, 
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast. 


Who sees his true-love in her naked bed. 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed. 
His other agents aim at like delight ? 

Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold ? 


^'Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy; 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee, 

To take advantage on presented joy; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee 
0, learn to love ; the lesson is but plain, 

And once made perfect, never lost again.” 
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I know not love,’^ quoth he, nor will not know it, 
Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it ; 

’Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it ; 

My love to love is love but to disgrace it ; 

For I have heard it is a life in death, 

That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a breath. 


Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d ? 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth ? 

If springing things be any jot diminish’d. 

They wdther in their prime, prove nothing worth : 
The colt that’s back’d and burden’d being young 
Losetli his pride, and never waxeth strong. 


^VYou hurt my hand with wringing ; let us jpart, 

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat : 

Eemove your siege from my unyielding heart ; 

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate : 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned teai’s, your flattery; 
For where a heart is hard they make no battery.” 


What! canst thou talk?” quoth she, ^‘hastthou a tongue? 
0, w’-ould thou hadst not, or I had no hearing 1 
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong ; 

I had my load before, now press’d with bearing : 
Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh-sounding, 
Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s deep-sore wounding. 


Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty and invisible ; 

Or w^ere I deaf, thy outward parts would move 
Each part in me that were hut sensible : 

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see. 
Yet should I be in love by touching thee. 
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Say, that the sense of feeling were Bereft me, 

And that I conid not see, nor hear, nor touch, 

And nothing hut the very smell were left me, 

Yet would my love to thee be still as much ; 

For from the stilFtory of thy face excelling* 
Comeabreath perfum’d, that breedeth love by smellin 


^'Biit, 0, what banquet wert thou to the taste, 
Being nurse and feeder of the other four ! . 
Would they not wish the feast might ever last, 
And bid Suspicion double-lock the door, 

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?” 


Once more the ruby-coloiir’d portal open’d, 
Which to his speech did honey passage yield ; 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d 
Yv"reck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds, 

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds. 


This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 

Even as the wind is hush’d before it raineth. 

Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh, 

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth, 

Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 

His meaning struck her ere his words begun. 


And at his look she flatly falleth down, 

For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth : 

A smile recures the wounding of a frown ; 

But blessed bankrupt, that hy love^^^ so thriveth ! 
The silly hoy, believing she is dead, 

Claps her, pale cheek, till clapping makes it red ; 
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And all-amaz’d brake off his late intent^ 

For sharply he did think to reprehend her, 

Which cunning love did wittily preYent : 

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her ! 

For on the grass she lies as she were slain. 

Till his breath breatheth life in her again. 


He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks, 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard, 

He chafes her lips ; a thousand ways he seeks 
To mend the hurt that his imkindness marr’d : 
He kisses her ; and she, by her good will, 

Will never jtise, so he will kiss her still. 


The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day : 

Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth, 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the morn, and all the earth relieveth : 
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 

So is her face illumin’d wuth her eye ; 


Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix’d, 

As if from thence they borrow’d ail their shine. 

Were never four such lamps together mix’d, 

Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine ; 

But hers, wLich through the crystal tears gave light, 
Shone like the moon in -water seen by night. 


^‘^0, where am I?” quoth she; '4n earth or heaven. 
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire? 

What hour is this ? or morn or weary even ? 

Bo I delight to die, or life desire? 

But now I liv’d, and life was death’s annoj" ; 

But nov/ 1 died, and death was lively joy. 
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0, thou didst kill me ; — kill me once again : 

Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine, 
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such disdain. 
That they have murder’d this poor heart of mine ; 
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen, 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 


^^Long may they kiss each other, for this cure 1 
0, never let their crimson liveries wear 1 
And as they last, their verdure still endure, 

To drive infection from the dangerous year ! 

That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 
May say, the plague is banish’d by thy breath. 


"^Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted. 
What bargains may I make, still to bo sealing ? 
To sell myself I can be well contented, 

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good dealing ; 
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 


■ ^ A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ; 

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 

What is ten hundred touches unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told and quickly gone ? 

Say, for non-payment that the debt should double, 
Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble ?” 


Fair queen,” quoth he, if any love you owe me, 
Measure my strangeness with my uniipe years : 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me ; 

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears : 

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast, 
Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste. 
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Look, the worlcks comforter, with weary gait. 

His day’s hot task hath ended in the west ; 

The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, ’tis Tery late ; 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest ; 
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s light 
Do summon us to part, and bid good night. 


Now let me say ^ Good night,’ and so say you; 

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.” 

Good night,” quoth she ; and, ere he says Adieu,” 
The honey-fee of parting tender’d is : 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace ; 
Incorporate ijien they seem ; face grows to face : 


Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backw^ard drew 
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew, 
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth : 

He with her plenty press’d, she faint with dearth, 
Their lips together glu’d, fall to the earth. 


Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey, 

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth ; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; 

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high, 
That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry : 


And having felt the sweetness of the spoil, 

With blindfold fury she begins to forage ; 

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil, 
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage ; 
Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 

Forgetting shame’s pure blush and honour’s ■wrack. 
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Hot, faint, and weary with her hard embracing, 

Like a wild bird being tam’d with too much handling 
Or as the fleet-foot roe that’s tir’d with chasing, 

Or like the froward infant still’d with dandling, 

He now obeys, and now no more resisteth. 

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth. 


What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering, 

And yields at last to every light impression ? 

Things out of hope are compass’d oft wdth venturing. 
Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission : 
Affection faints not like a pale-fac’d coward, 

But then woos best wdien most his^ choice is froward. 


When he did frown, 0, had she then gave over, 

Such nectar from his lips she had not suck’d. 

Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover ; 

What though the rose have prickles, yet ’tis pluck’d : 
Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast, 

Yet love breaks through, and picks them ail at last. 


For pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart : 

She is resolv’d no longer to restrain him ; 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 

The which, by Cupid’s bow sbe doth protest, 

He carries thence incagM in his breast. 

Sweet boy,” she says, this night I’ll waste in sorrow, 
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 

Tell me, Love’s master, shall we meet to-morrow ? 

Say, shall we ? shall we ? wilt thou make the match ?” 
He, tells her, -no; to-moiTOw he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 
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^^The boar quotb sbe ; wliereat a sndclen pale, 

Like lawn being spread upon tbe blushing rose, 

Usurps her cheek ; she trembles at his tale. 

And on his neck her yoking arms she throw^s : 

She sinketh clown, still hanging by his neck, 

He on her belly falls, she on her back. 


Now is she in the Yery' lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter : 
All is imaginary she doth prove, 

He will not manage her, although he mount her ; 
That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy, 

To clip Elysium, and to lack her joy. 


Even as poor birds, deceiv’d with painted grapes, 
Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw, 

Even so she languisheth in her mishaps 
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw. 

The warm effects which she in him finds missing 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 


But all in vain ; good queen, it will not be : 

She hath assay’d as much as may be prov’d ; 

Her pleading hath deserv’d a greater fee ; 

She’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not lov’d. 

Fie, fie,” he says, you crush me ; let me go ; 
You have no reason to withhold me so.” 


Thou hadst been gone,” quoth she, sweet ere this. 
But that thou told’st me thou wouldst hunt the boar. 

0, be advis’d 1 thou know’st not what it is 
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore, 

Whose tushes never-sheath’d he whetteth still, 

Like to a mortal batcher bent to kilL 
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On his boW‘back be batli a battle set 
Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 

His eyes, like glow-worms, shine wiien he doth fret : 
His snout digs sej)ulchres where’er he goes ; 

Being mov’d, he strikes whate’er is in his way, 
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay. 


^^His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d. 

Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter ; 

His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d ; 

Being ireful, on the lion he will venture : 

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes, 

As fearful of him, part ; through .whom he rushes,. 


Alas, he naught esteems that face of thine, 

To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes ,* 

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal eyne, 
Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 

But having thee at vantage, — wondrous dread !— 
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead. 


0, let him keep his loathsome cabin still 
Beauty hath naught to do with such foul fiends : 
Come not ■within his danger by thy will ; 

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends. 
When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble, 
I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did tremble. 


Didst thou not mark my face ? w^as it not wdiite ? 
Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ? 

Grew I not faint ? and fell I not downright ? 

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie, 

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest, 
But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my breast. 
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^'^For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 
Doth call himself Affection’s sentinel ; 

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 

And in a peaceful hour doth cry ' Kill, kill !’ 
Distempering gentle Love in his desire, 

As air and water do abate the fire. 


‘•'^This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy, 

This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring, 

This carry-tale, dissentioiis Jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring, 
Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine ear. 
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear : 


And more than so, presenteth to mine eye 
The picture of an angry-chafing boar, 

Under whose sharp fangs on Ms back doth lie 
An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore ; 

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed 
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the head. 


‘'^\Yhat should I do, seeing thee so indeed. 

That tremble at th’ imagination ? 

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed, 
And fear doth teach it divination : 

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow, 

If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 


But if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul’d by me ; 

Uncouple at the timorous fl^ying hare, 

Or at the fox wdiich lives by subtlety, 

Or at the roe which no encounter dare : 

Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs, 

And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy hounds. 
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'' And v’hen tliou hast on foot the purblind hare, 
Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot^^^ his troubles,. 
How he outruns the wind, and with what care 
He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles : 
The many inusets through the which he goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 


Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep. 

To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell,, 
And sometime where earth-delving conies keep, 

To stop the loud ’pursuers in their jell ; 

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer : 
Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear : 


^^ For there his smell with others being mingled, 
The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to doubt,. 
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 

Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies, 
As if another chase were in the skies. 


By this, poor *Wat, far off upon a hill, 

Stands on liis hinder legs with listening ear, 
To hearken if his foes pursue him still ; 

Anon them loud alarums he doth hear ; 

And how his grief may be compared well 
To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell. 


Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way ; 

Each envious brier his w^eary legs cloth scratch. 
Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay ;; 

For misery is trodden on by many, 

. And being low never reliev’d by any. 
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'^Lie quietly, and hear a little more ; 

Nay, ilo not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 
To nialye thee hate the hunting of the boar, 
Unlike^* myself thou hear’st me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and so to so ; 

Tor loTe can comment upon every woe. 


“ Where did I leave '' No matter where,’' quoth he ; 

Leave me, and then the story aptly ends : 

The night is spent.” Why, what of that ?” quoth she. 

I am,” quoth he, expected of my friends ; 

And now ’tis dark, and going I shall fail.” 

In night,” quoth she, desire sees best of all. 


But if thou fall, 0, then imagine this, 

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips. 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

Eich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips 
Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn. 

Lest she should steal a kiss, and die forsworn. 


Now of this dark night I perceive the reason: 
Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason, 

Tor stealing moulds from heaven that were divine ; 
Wherein she fram’d thee, in high heaven’s despite, 
To shame the sun by day, and her by night. 


''And therefore hath she brib’d the Destinies 
To cross the curious workmanship of Nature, 
To mingle beauty with infirmities. 

And pure perfection with impure defeature ; 
Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances and much misery; 
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So in thyself thyself art made away ; 

A mischief worse than chil home-bred strife, 

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do slay. 
Or bntcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 

treasure frets, 

, , But gold that's put to use more . gold begets.'’ 


As burning fevers, agues pale and faint, 
Life-poisoning pestilence, and frenzies wood. 

The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint 
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood : 

Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d despair. 
Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so fair. 


And not the least of all these maladies 
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under : 
Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities, 

Whereat th’ impartial gazer late did wonder, 

Are on the sudden wasted, thaw’d, and done, 
As mountain snow melts with the midday sun. 


Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 
Love-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns. 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons. 
Be prodigal : the lamp that burns by night 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light. 


What is thy body but a swallowing grave, 
Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must have. 
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity ? 

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 



“ Lest the deceiving harmony should run 
Lito the quiet closure of my breast ; 

And then my little heart were quite undone, 
In his. bedchamber to be barr’d of rest. 

No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan, 
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alo 


“What have you urg’d that I cannot reprove i 
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger 
I hate not love, but your device in love. 

That lends embracements unto every stranger 
You do it for increase : 0 strange excuse. 
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse ! 


■“ Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled, 
Since sweating Lust on earth usurp’d. his name; 
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed . . . , 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it wifh blame ; 

Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves, 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 
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“Nay, then,” quoth Adon, “you will fallagain 

Into your idle over-handled theme : 

The liiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain, 

And all in vain you strive against the stream ; 

For, by this black-fac’d night, desire’s foul nurse, 
Y'our treatise makes me like you worse and worse. 


“ If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues. 
And every tongue more moving than your own. 
Bewitching like the w’^anton mermaid s songs. 

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown ; 
For know, my heart stands armed in mine ear. 
And will not let a false sound enter there ; 
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^ ^ Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 
But Lust’s ejQfect is tempest after sun; 

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain. 
Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done 
Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies ; 
Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies. 


More I could tell, but more I dare not say ; 
The text is old, the orator too green. 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen : 
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended, 
Do burn themselves for having so offended.” 


With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace 
Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast, 
And homeward through the dark laund runs apace 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d. 
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the sky. 
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye ; 


Which after him she darts, as one on shore 
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend. 

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more; 
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend 
So did the merciless and pitchy night 
Bold-in the object that did feed her sight. 


Whereat *amaz’d, as one that unaware 
Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood. 

Or stonish’d as hight-’Wanderers often are, 

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood 
^ i <2onfounded in the dark she lay, 

, Having lost the fair discovery of her way. : 
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And now she- beats iier heart, whereat it groans, 

That all the neighbour caves, as seeming troubled. 
Mate verbal repetition of her moans ; 

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : 

Ay me 1” she cries, and twenty times, ^VWoe, woe 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. 


She, marking them, begins a •wailing note. 

And sings extemp’rally a woful ditty ; 

How love makes young men thrall, and old men dote ; 
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty : 

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe,, 

And still the choir of echoes answer^^^ so. 


Her song was tedious, and outwore the night. 

For lovers’ hours are long, though seeming short : 
If pleas’d themselves, others, they think, delight 
In such-like circumstance, with such-like sport ; 
Their copious stories, oftentimes begun. 

End without audience, and are never done. 


For who hath she to spend the night withal, 

But idle sounds resembling parasites ; 

Like shrill-tongu’d tapsters answering every call, 
Soothing the humour of fantastic wits ? 

She says ’Tis so they answer all, ^"’Tis so;”" 
And would say after her, if she said No.” 


Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breas'tt 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 

Who doth the world so gloriously behold, \ J 
The cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d ’ ' 
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Venns salutes him with this fair good-morrow : 

“ 0 thou clear god, and patron of all light, 

From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow* 
The beauteous influence that makes him bright, 
There lives a son, that suck’d an earthly mother. 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other,” 


This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove. 
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn, 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 


And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face, 
Some twine^^^ about her thigh to make her stay : 
She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace, 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache, 
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 


By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay : 
Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder 
Wreath’d up in fatal folds just in his way. 

The fear whereof doth make him shake and shudder 
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses and her spirit confounds. 


For now she knows it is no gentle chase, 

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 


Finding their enemy to be so curst, 

They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first. 



Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red, 

Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 
A second fear through all her sinews spread, 
Which madly hurries her she knows not whither : 
This way she runs, and now she will no further 
But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 


A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways ; 
She treads the path that she untreads again ; 

Her more than haste is mated with delays, 

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, 

Full of respects, yet naught at all respecting ,* 
In hand with all things, naught at all effecting. 


Here kennell’d in a brake she finds a hound, 

And asks the weary caitiff for his master ; 

And there another licking of his wound, 

’Gainst yenom’d sores the only soTereign plaster ; 

, And here she meets another sadly scowling, 

To whom she speaks, and he replies with howling 
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This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear, 

Through which it enters to surprise her heart ; 

Who, OYercome by doubt and bloodless fear, 

With cold-pale w’^eakness numbs each feeling part : 

Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield, 
They basely fly, and dare not stay the field. 


Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy; 

Till, cheering up her senses all dismay’d, 

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy, 

And childish error, that they are afraid ; 

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more : 
And with that ’word she spied the’hunted boar ; 
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When he hath ceas’d his ill-resounding noise, 
Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim, 
Against the welkin volleys out his voice ; 

Another and another answer him, 

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below, 
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go, 


Look how the world’s poor people are amaz’d 
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies, 

Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz’d, 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies ; 

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath 
And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 


^‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean. 

Hateful divorce of love,”— thus chides she Death,- — 
Grim-grinning ghost,’ earth’s worm, what dost thou 
mean 

To stifle beauty and to steal his breath, 

Who when he liv’d, his breath and beauty set 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ? 


If he be dead, — 0 no, it cannot be. 

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it ; — 

O yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see, 

But hatefully at random dost thou hit. 

Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant’s heart. 


Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke, 
And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power. 
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke ; 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’st a flower 
Love’s gClden arrow at him should have fled, 

; And not Death’s ebon .dart, to strike him dead. 
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Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok’st such weeping . 
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? 

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see? 

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigoui, 

Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour. 


Here overcome, as one full of despair, _ 

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopp d 

The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp d ; ^ 

But through the flood-gates breaks the silver ram, 
And with his strong course opens them again. 


0, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow ! 

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye , 

Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s sorrow, - 
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry ; 

But like a stormy day, now -wind, now rain. 

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again. 


Tariahle passions throng her constant woe,^ 

As striving who should best become her grief; 
All entertain’d, each passion labours so, ^ 

That every present soitow seemeth chief, 

But none is best : then join they all together. 
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. 


By this, far off she hears some huntsman ho o , 
A nurse’s song ne’er pleas’d her babe so wel : 
The dire imagination she did foUow 
This sound of hope doth labour to expel ; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 

AT,d flatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 



Now slie miweaTes tlie web that slie bath wrought ; 
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame ; . 

It was not she that call’d him all to-naught : 

Now she adds honours to his hateful name ; 

She dopes him king of graves, and grave for Idngs,.. 
Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 


"‘No, no,” quoth she, “ sweet Death, I did but jest 
Yet pardon me I felt a kind of fear 
Whenas I met the boar, that bloody beast 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe : 

Then, ‘gentle shadow, — truth I must confess, — 

I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease. 


“ ’Tis not my fault : the boar provok’d my tongue : 
Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander ; 

’Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee w-rong ; 

I did but act, he’s author of tby slander : 

: Grief hath two tongues ; and never woman yet 
\ ; Gould rule them both without ten women’s wit.”^ 
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Whereat her tears began to turn their tide, 

Being prison’d in her eye like pearls in glass ; 

Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside. 

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass,: 
To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground, 
Who is bnt drunken when she seemeth drown’d. 


0 hard-believing love, how strange it seems 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! 

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes ; 
Despair and hope make thee ridiculous : 

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely, 
In likely- thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 
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TMs hoping that Adonis is alive, 

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate ; 

And that his beauty may the better thrive, 

With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 


0 Jove,” quoth she, "^how much a fool was I 
To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives, and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! 

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain. 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 


Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear 
As one with treasure laden hemm’d with thieves ; 
Trifies, unwitnessM with eye or ear, 

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.” 
Even at this word she hears a merry horn. 
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn. 


As falcon to the lure,^^^ away she flies ; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light ; 

And in her haste unfortunately spies 
The foul boar's conquest on her fair delight ; 

Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the view, 
Like stars asham'd of day, themselves withdrew ; 


Or as the snail, whose tender horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain. 
And there, all smother'd up in shade, doth sit. 
Long after fearing to creep forth again ; 

So at his bloody view^®^ her eyes are fled 
Into the deep-dark cabins of her head: 

VOL. vm. . ■ , , " 
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Where they resign their office and their light 
To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 

Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again ; 
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, 
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan, 


Whereat each tributary subject quakes ; 

As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground, 
Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation shakes, 
Which with cold terror doth men’s minds confound. 
This mutiny each part doth so surprise. 

That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes 


And, being open’d, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d 
In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench’d 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed. 
But stole his blood, and seem’d with him to bleed. 


This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head : 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth ; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead : 

Her voice is stopp’d, her joints forget to bow ; 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three 
And then she reprehends her mangling eye, 

That makes more gashes where no bi'each should be : 
His face seems twain, each several limb is doubled 
Bor oft the eye inistakes^ the brain being troubled. 
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^ ' My tongue cannot exj)ress my grief for one, 
And yet,” quotli she, behold two Adons dead! 
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone. 
Mine eyes are turn’d to. fire, my heart to lead ; 
Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire ! 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 


Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost! ■ 
What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing ? 
Whose'tongue is music now? what canst thou boast 
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing ? 

The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and trim ; 
But true-sweet beauty liv’d and died with him. 

Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear! 

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you : 

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ; 

The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth hiss you : 
But when Adonis liv’dj sun and sharp air 
Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of his fair : 


And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep ; 

The wind would blow it off, and, being gone. 

Play with his locks : then would Adonis weep ; 

And straight, in pity of his tender years, 

They both would strive who first should dry his tears.. 


To see his face the lion walk’d along 
Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him ; 
To recreate himself when he hath sung, 

The tiger would be tame, and gently hear Mm; 

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey, 
And never fright the silly lanib that day. 
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“ When he beheld his shadow in the brook, 

The fishes spread on it their golden gills ; 

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took, 

That some would sing, some other in their bills 
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cherries 
He fed them with his sight, they him with berries, 


“But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar. 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave. 
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ; 
Witness the entertainment that he gave : 

If he did see his face, why then I know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him 


“ ’Tis true, ’tis true ; thus was Adonis slain : 
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear. 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again. 

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ; 
And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheath d, unaware, the tusk in his soft groin. 


Had I been tooth’d like him, I must confess. 
With kissing him I should have kill’d him first 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 
My youth with his, — the more am I accurst.” 
With this, she falleth in the place she stood. 
And stains her face with his congealed blood. 


She looks upon his lips, and they are p< 
She takes him by the hand, and that is 
She whispers in his ears a heavy tale. 
As if they heard the woful words she to 
She lifts the cofier-lids that close his 
Where, lo, two lamps, burnt out, in c 
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Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more reflect ; 

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d, 
And^every beauty robb’d of his efiect : 

‘^Wonder of time,” quoth she, this is my spite, 
That, thou being dead, the day should yet be light. 


Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend : 

It shall be waited on with jealousy, 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end ; 

Ne’er settled equally, but high or low; 

That all love’s pleasure shall not match his woe. 


“ It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud ; 

Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while ; 

The bottom, poison, and the top o’erstraw’d 
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile : 

The strongest body shall it make most weak, 
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to speak. 


It shall be sparing and too full of riot. 

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ; 

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet, 

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures ; 
It shall be raging-mad and silly-mild,. 

Make the young old, the old become a child. 


It shall suspect where is no cause of fear; 

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust ; 

It shall be merciful and too severe, 

And most deceiving when it seems most just ; 
Perverse it shall be where it, shows most toward. 
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward. 
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“ It shall be cause of war and dire events, 

And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire ; 
Subject and servile to all discontents, 

As dry combustions matter is to fire : 

Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best their loves shall not enjoy-” 


By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d 
Was melted like a vapour from her sight ; 

And in his blood, that on the ground lay spill’d, 

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white, 
Eesembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood 
Which in round drops upon their ti^hiteness stood, 


She bows her head the new-sprung flower to smell, 
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath ; 

And says within her bosom it shall dwell, 

Since he. himself is reft from her by Death : 

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears. 


Poor flower,” quoth she, this was thy father’s guise, — 
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire, — - 
For every little grief to wet his eyes : 

To grow unto himself was his desire, 

And so ’tis thine ; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 


Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast ; 
Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right : 

Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest, 

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night : 
There shall not be one minute in an hour 
.^herein I will not Hss my sweet love’s flower.’ 



VENUS AND ADONIS. 


279 


Thus weary of tlie world, away slie Mes, 

And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid 
Their mistress, mounted, through the empty skies 
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d ; 

Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen 
Means to immure herself and not be seen. 
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[KOTIS.- 


P. 248. (i) hu hmided hanging mane 

. . . stand on end 

“ Onr author uses mane, as composed of many hairs, as plural. So army,: 
fleet, &c.’’ Malone. 

P. 254, (a) 

Walker [Grit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 285) would read “ loss.” 

P, 262. ( 3 ) “ oversliooV^ 

Here the old eds. have “ ouershut,” — a manifest misprint; which, however, 
Malone retained, because “ to shut ujp in Shakespea]t:e’s age signified to co»- 
elude^\' 

P. 267. ( 4 ) choir of echoes anBioer^' 

Boq note 11 $ on Lovers Lahoufs lost. 

. ' ' ■ 

4*' ■ . . , 

P. 268. ( 5 ) twine'" 

All the old eds. have, I believe, “twin’d.” 


P. 273 . (6) “ Tells him of trophies, statues, tomhs, and stories 
JSis victories," ScO. 


“ Point 


tombs and stories, 


His victories,’ &c. 

^ Stories,^ i. e. histories." Walker’s Ont. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 351. Hero, 
surely. Walker is mistaken; stories" being not a substantive, but a verb. 

P. 273. ( 7 ) “ As falcon to the lure," 

So ed. 1600. — The earlier eds. have “ As falcons to," &o.; which Mr. Collier 
is singular in preferring. 

P. 273 . (8) “ at his bloody view," 

Walker {Grit. Exam. &o. vol. ii. p. 223) says “ Bead * at this bloody view’.” 
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TO THE 


EIGHT HONOUEABLE HENEY WEIOTHESLY, 

EAHL OE SOUTHAMPTON, ANB BARON OP TICHPIELD, 

The love I dedicate to your lordsMp is without end ; whereof this 
pamphlet, without heginning, is but a superfluoas moiety. The 
warrant I have of your honourable disposition, not the worth of 
my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What I have 
done is yours; what I have to do is yours; being part in all I 
have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty would 
show greater ; meantime, as it is, it is bound to your lordship, to 
whom I wish long life, still lengthened with all happiness. 

Your lordship’s in all duty, 


William Shakespeare. 



THE AEGUMENT. 


Lucius Taequinius, — for his excessive pride snrnamed Superhus, 
— %fter he had caused his own father-in-law Servius Tullius to he 
cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the Eoman laws and customs, not 
requiring or staying for the people’s suffrages, had possessed himself 
of the kingdom, went, accompanied with his sons and other nohle- 
men of Eome, to besiege Ardea. During which siege the principal 
men of the army meeting one evening at the tent of Sextus Tar- 
-quinius, the king’s son, in their discourses after supper every one 
•commended the virtues of his own wife ; among whom Collatinus 
extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. In that 
pleasant humour they all posted to Eome ; and intending, by their 
secret and sudden arrival, to make trial of that which every one had 
before avouched, only Collatinus finds his wife, though it were late 
in the night, spinning amongst her maids: the other ladies were 
aU found dancing and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon 
the noblemen yielded Collatinus the victory, and his wdfe the fame. 
At that time Sextus Tarquinius being inflamed wuth Lucrece’ beauty, 
jet smothering his passions for the present, departed with the rest 
hack to the camp ; from whence he shortly after privily withdrew 
himself, and was, according to his estate, royally entertained and 
lodged by Lucrece at Collatium. The same night he treacherously 
stealeth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the 
morning speedeth away. Lucrece, in this lamentable plight, hastily 
dispatcheth messengers, one to Eome: for her father, another to the 
camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied with Junius 
Brutus, the other with Publius Yalerius; ahd finding Lucrece attired 
in mourning habit, demanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first 
taking an oath of them for her revenge, repealed the actor, and 
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n-n.-l -vvithal suddenly stablied herself. 

^7 Tarquins : and bearing the dead body to Eome, 

bated family _ manner of the vile- 

deed, with a bitte consent and a general 

e.a.d, and th. a...a^.»~t 

changed from kings to consuls. 
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Fegm the besieged Arclea^^^ all in post, 

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire, 
Lust-breatbM Tarquin leaves tbe Eoman bost> 

And to Collatium bears tbe ligbtless fire 
Wbicb, in pale embers bid, lurks to aspire 
And girdle with embracing flames tbe waist^ ^ 

Of Collatine’s fair love, Lucrece tbe cbaste. 

Haply that name of cbaste’r unhappily set 
This bateless edge on bis keen appetite ; 

When Collatine unwisely did not let 
To praise tbe clear unmatcbM red and white 
Wbicb triumph'd in that sky of bis delight, 

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's beauties^. 
With pure aspects did him peculiar duties. 

For be tbe night before, in Tarquin's tent. 

Unlock’d tbe treasure of bis happy state ,• 

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate ; * 

Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate, 

That kings might be espousM to more fame. 

But king nor peer to such a peerless dame. 
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0 happiness enjoy’d but of a few ! 

And, if possess’d, as soon decay’d and done 
As is the morning’s silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun! 

An expir’d date, cancell’d ere well begun : 

Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms, 

Are weakly fortress’d from a world of barms. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 
The eyes of men without an orator ; 

What needeth, then, apologies be made, 

To set forth that which is so singular? 

Or why is Oollatine the publisher 

Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 

From thievish ears, because it is his own? • 

Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty 
Suggested this proud issue of a Idng ; 

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing, 

Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 

His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men should vaunt 
That golden hap which their superiors want. 

But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those : 

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state, 

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 

0 rash-false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold, 

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne’er grows old ! 

When at Collatium this false lord arriv’d 
Well was he welcom’d by the Eoman dame, ;; 

Within whose face beauty and virtue striv’d 
Which of them both should underprop her fame;. ; . 
When virtue hragg’d, Betoty would blush for shame ; . 
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite ’ , 
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But beauty, in that white intituled, 

From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fair field : 

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red, 

Which virtue gave the golden age to gild 
Their silver cheeks, and call’d it then their shield ; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, — 

When shame assail’d, the red should fence the white. 

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen, ^ 

Argu’d by beauty’s red and virtue’s white : 

Of either’s colour was the other queen, 

Proving from world’s minority their right : 

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight ; 

The sovereignty of either being so great, 

That oft they interchange each other’s seat. 

This silent war of lilies and of x*oses, 

Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field, 

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 

Where, lest between them both it should be kill’d. 

The coward captive vanquished doth yield 
To those two armies that would let him go. 

Bather than triumph in so false a foe. 

Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow tongue,— 
The niggard prddigal that prais’d her so, — 

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong, 

Which far exceeds his barren skill to show : 

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,' 

In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

This earthly saint, adored by this devil, 

Little suspecteth the false worshipper; 

For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dream on pyil ; 

Birds never lim’d no secret bushes fear : 

So ^litless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverent welcome to her princely guest, 

Whose inward ill no outward harin express’d : 
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For that he colour’d with his high estate, 

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 

That nothing in him seem’d inordinate, 

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye, 

Which, having ail, all could' not satisfy ; 

But, poorly rich, so wanteth.in his store, 

That, cloy’d with much, he pineth still for more. 


But she, that never cop’d with stranger eyes, 

Could pick no meaning from their parling looks, 

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 

Writ in the glassy margents of such books : 

She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no hooks 
Nor could she moralize his wanton sight, 

More than his eyes were open’d to the light. 


He stories to her ears her husband’s fame, 

Won in the fields of fruitful Italy : ^ 

And decks with praises Collatine’s high name. 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry, 
With’bruised arms and wreaths of victory : 

Her joy with heav’d-up hand she doth express, 
And, w^ordless, so greets heaven for his success 


Far from the purpose of his coming hither, 
He makes excuses for his being there : 

N© cloudy show of stormy blustering weather 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear ; 

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear, 
Upon the world dim darkness doth display, 
And in her vaulty prison stows the Day. 


For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed, 
‘Intending weariness with heavy sprite ; 

For, after supper,, long he questioned 
With modest Lucreee, and wore out the night ; 
Now leaden slumber with life’s strength doth fight 
And every one to rest themselves betake, 
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As one of which cloth Tarqiiin lie reyolTing 
The sundry clangers of his will’s obtaining ; 

Yet ever to obtain his will resolying, 

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to abstaining : 
Despair to gain cloth traffic oft for gaming ; 

And when great treasure is the meed propos’d, 
Though death be adjunct, there’s no death suppos’d. 

Those that much covet are with gain so fond, 

That w^hat they have not, that which they possess, 
They scatter and unloose it from their bond, 

And so, by hoping more, they have but less; 

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain, 

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich gain. 

The aim of all is but to nurse the life 
With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age ; 

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife, 

That one for all, or all for one we gage ; 

As life for honour in fell battle’s rage ; 

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth cost 
The death of all, and all together lost. 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 
The things we are for that which we expect ; 

And this ambitious-foul infirmity. 

In having much, torments us with defect 
Of that we have: so then we do neglect 

The thing have ; and, all for want of wit, 

Make something nothing by augmenting it. 

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make^ 

Pawning Ms honour to obtain his lust ; 

And for himself himself he must forsake ; 

Then where is truth, if there be no self-trust? 

When shall he think to find a stranger just, 

When he himself Mmself confounds, betrays, 

To slanderous tongues and wretched hateful days? 
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Now stole npon the time the aeaa oi mgub, 

When heavy sleep had clos’d np mortal eyes : 

No comfortahle star did lend his light, 

No noise hut owls’ and wolves’ death-hoding cries ; 
Now serves the season that they may surprise 

The silly lambs : pure thoughts are dead and still, 
While lust and murder wake to stain and kill. 


And now this lustful lord leap’d from his bed. 
Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm ; 

Is madly toss’d between desire and dread ; 

Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other feareth harm , 
But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust s foul charm; 
Doth too-too oft betake him to retire, 

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire. 


His falchion on a flint he sottly smitetn. 

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly; 
Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth. 
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 
And to the flame thus speaks advisedly, 

“ As from this cold flint I enforc d this fire. 
So Lucrece must I force to my desire.” 


Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise. 

And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise : 

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
His naked armour of still-slaughter’ d lust. 
And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust 


■“ Bair torch, bum out thy light, and lend it not 
To darken her whose light excelleth thine : 

And die, unhaUow’d thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanness that which is divine ; 

Offer pure incense to ,so pure a shrine ; , . . 

Let fair humanity abhor the deed . ^ 

“That spots and stains love’s modest snow-white weed, 
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shame to knightliood and to shining arms ! 

0 foul dishonour to my household’s graye ! 

0 impious act, including all foul harms! 

A martial man to he soft fancy’s slave ! 

True valour still a true respect should have ; 

Then my digression is so vile, so base, 

That it will live engraven in my face. 

‘ ' Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 

And be an eye-sore in my golden coat ; • 

Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive, 

To cipher me how fondly I did dote ; 

That my posterity, sham’d with the note. 

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that 1 their father had not bin. 

What win I, if I gain the thing I seek ? 

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week ? 

Or sells eternity to get a toy ? 

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy ? 

Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown, 
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken down ? 

^^If Collatinus dream of my intent. 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent ? 

This siege that hath engirt his marriage, 

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage, 

This dying virtue, this surviving shame, 

Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame ? 

0, what excuse can my invention make, 

When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed ? 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints shake, 
Mine eyes forgo their light, my false heart Weed ? 

The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed ; 

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly. 

But coward-like with trembling terror die. 
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'' Had Collatinns kill’d my son or sire, 

Or lain in ambiisli to betray my life, 

Or were be not my dear friend, tliis desire 
Might have excuse to work upon bis wife, 

As in revenge or qnittal of such strife : 

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend, 
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end, 


Shameful it is ; — ay, if the fact be known : 
Hateful it is ; — there is no hate in loving : 

I’ll beg her love ; — but she is not her own : 

The worst is but denial and reproving : 

My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing. 
Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.” 


Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 
’Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will, 
And with good thoughts makes dispensation, 
Urging the worser sense for vantage still ; 
Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure effects, and doth so far proceed, 
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 


Quoth he, She took me kindly by the hand, 
And gaz’d for tidings in my eager eyes, 

Bearing some hard news from the warlike band, 
Where her beloved Collatinns lies. 

0, how her fear did make her colour rise ! 

First red as roses that on lawn we lay, 

Then white as lawn, the roses took away. 


And how her hand, in my hand being lock’d, 
Forc’d it to tremble with her loyal fear ! 

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock’d. 


'That brfi Narcissus seen her m she stood, 

him in the flood. 
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^^Wlly liunt I, tlien, for colour or excuses ? 

All orators are dumb wlien beauty pleadeth ; 

Poor wretclies have remorse in poor abuses ; 

Love thrived not in the heart that shadows dreadeth : 
Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ; 

And when his gaudy banner is display’d, 

Tile coward fights, and will not be dismay’d. 

Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, die ! 

Eespect and reason, wait on wrinkled age ! 

My heart shall never countermand mine eye : 

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage ; 

My part is youth, and beats these from the stage : 
Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize ; 

Then who fears sinking, where such treasure lies ?” 

As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 
Is almost chok’d by unresisted lust. 

Alway he steals with open listening ear, 

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust ; 

Both which, as servitors to the unjust, 

So cross him with their opposite persuasion, 

That now he vow^s a league, and now invasion. 

Within his thought her heavenly image sits, 

And in the self-same seat sits Oollatine : 

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits ; 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine, 

Unto a view so false will not incline ; 

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart, 

Which once corrupted takes the worser part ; 

And therein heartens up his servile powers. 

Who, flatter’d by their leader’s jocund show, 

Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours"; 

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow, 
Paying more slavish tribute than they owe. 

By reprobate desire thus madly led. 

The Eoman lord marcheth to Lucreca’ bed. 
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The locks between her chamber and his will, 

Each one by him enforc’d, retires his ward ; 

But, as they open, they all rate his ill, 

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard : 
The threshold grates the door to have him heard ; 
Kight-wandering weasels shriek to see him there 
They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear. ’ 


As each unwilling portal yields him way, 

Through little vents and crannies of the place 
The wind wars with his torch to make him stay, 
And blows the smoke of it into his face, 
Extinguishing his conduct in this case ; 

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorch 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch : 


And being lighted, by the light he spies 
Lucretia’s glove, wherein her needle sticks : 

He takes it from the rushes where it lies, 

And griping it, the neeld^"^^ his finger pricks ; 

As who should say, This glove to wanton tricks 
Is not inur’d ; return again in haste ; 

Thou see’st our mistress’ ornaments are chaste. 


But all these poor forbiddings could not stay him ; 
He in the worst sense construes their denial : 

The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental things of trial ; 

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial, 

Who with a lingering stay his course doth let, 
Till every minute pays the hour his debt. 


So, so,*’ quoth he, ‘‘ these lets attend the time, 

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring, 

To add a more rejoicing to the prime. 

And give the sneaped birds more cause to sing. 

Pain pays the income of each precious thing; 

■ ; Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shelves and sands, 
. The merchant, fears, ere rich at home he lands.” ^ 
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Now is lie come unto tlie eliamber-door 
That shuts him from the heaYen of his thought, 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more, 
Hath barr’d him from the blessed thing he sought. 
So from himself impiety hath wrought, 

That for his prey to pray he doth begin, 

As*if the heayens should countenance his sin. 

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer, 

Haying solicited th’ eternal power 

That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair, 

And they^®^ would stand auspicious to the hour, 

Eyen there he starts quoth he, must deflower : 
The powers to ■whom I pray abhor this fact, 

How can they, then, assist me in the act? 

Then Loye and Fortune be my gods, my guide ! 
My will is back’d with resolution : 

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be tried ; 
The blackest sin is clear’d with absolution ; 

Against loye’s fire fear’s frost hath dissolution. 

The eye of heayen is out, and misty night 
Coyers the shame that follows sweet delight.” 

This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch, 

And with his knee the door he opens wide. 

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch : 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 

Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ; 

But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,. 

And gazeth on her yet-unstained bed. 

The curtains being close, about he walks^ 

Bolling his greedy eyeballs in his head : 

By their high treason is his heart misled ;: 

Which gives the watch-word to his; hand full soon 
To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon/®^ 
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Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun, 

Rushing from forth a cloud, hereayes our sight; 
Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being blinded with a greater light : 
Whether it is that she reflects so bright, 

That dazzleth them, or else some shame suppos^'d 
But blind they are, and keep themselves enclos'd. 


0, had they in that darksome prison died ! 

Then had they seen the period of their ill ; 

Then Collatine again, by Lucrece' side, 

In his clear bed might have reposed still : 

But they must ope, this blessed league to kill ; 
And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight. 


Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under, 
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss ; 

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder 
Swelling on either side to want his bliss ; 
Between whose hills her head entombed is : 
Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies, 
To be admir'd of lewd unhallow’d eyes. 


Witliont the bed her other fair hand was, 

On the green coverlet ; whose perfect white 
Show'd like an April daisy on the grass, 

With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night. 

Her eyes, like marigolds, hath sheath'd their light, 
And canopied in darkness sweetly lay. 

Till they might open to adorn the day. 


Her hair, like golden threads, play'd with her breath 
0 modest wantons ! wanton modesty ! 

Showing life's triumph in the map of death, 

And death’s dim look in life’s mortality : / 

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify, 

between twain there were no strife, . 

in life. '■ 
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Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue, 

A pair of maiden worlds unconquerM, 

Save of tbeir lord no bearing yoke they knew, 

And him by oatb they truly honoured. 

These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred ; 

Who, like a foul usurper, w^ent about 
Frbm this fair throne to heave the owner out. 

What could he see but mightily he noted 9 
What did he note but strongly he desir’d ? 

What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 

And in his wdll his wilful eye he tir’d. 

With more than admiration he admir’d 
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin, 

Her coral lips, her snowr-white dimpled chin. 

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey, 

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied. 

So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay, 

His rage of lust by gazing qualified ; 

Slack’d, not suppress’d ; for standing by her side, 

His eye, which late this mutiny restrains, 

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting, 
Obdurate vassals fell exploits effecting, 

In bloody death and ravishment delighting, 

Nor children’s tears nor mothers’ groans respecting, 
S-well in their pride, the onset still expecting : 

Anon his beating heart, alarum striking, 

Gives the hot charge, and bids them do their liking. 

His drumming heart cheers up his burning, eye, 

His eye commends the leading to his hand ; 

His hand, as proud of such a dignity, 

Smoking with pride, march’d on to make Ms stand 
On her bare Breast, the heart of all her land ; 

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did scale, 
Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 




SOO LUCRECE. 

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their dear governess and lady lies, 

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset, 

And fright her with confusion of their cries : 

She, much amaz’d, breaks ope her lock’d-up eyes, 
Who, peeping forth this’ tumult to behold, 

Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and contrOU’d. 


Imagine her as one in dead of night 

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking, 

That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprite. 
Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking ; 

What terror ’tis ! but she, in worser taking, 

From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view 
, The sight which makes supposed terror true. 

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears, 

Like to a new-kill’d bird she trembling lies ; 

She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears 
Quick- shifting antics, ugly in her eyes : 

Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries ; 

Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights, 

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful sights. 

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast, — 

Eude ram, to batter such an ivory wall ! — 

May feel her heart — ^poor citizen ! — distress’d, 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 

Beating her hulk, that his hand shakes withal. 

This moves in him more rage, and lesser pity, 

To make the breach, and enter this sweet city. 

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 
To sound a parley to his heartless foe ; 

Who o’er the white sheet peers her vfhiter chin, 

The reason of this rash alarm to know, 

. . Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show ; 

. But she with vehement prayers urgeth still 
. . Under what colour he commits, this ilL, 
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Thus lie replies : The colour in thy face — 

That even for anger makes the lily pale, 

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace — 

Shall plead for me, and tell my loYing tale : 

Under that colour am I come to scale 

Tliy neYer-eonquerkl fort : the fault is thine, 

Tor those thine eyes betray thee unto mine, 

“ Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide : 

Thy beauty hath ensnar’d thee to this night, 

Where thou with patience must my will abide ; 

My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight. 
Which I to conquer sought with all my might ; 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead, 

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 

see what crosses my attempt will bring ; 

I kiaow what thorns the growing rose defends ; 

I think the honey guarded with a sting ; 

All this beforehand counsel comprehends : 

But will is deaf, and hears no heedful friends ; 

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 

And dotes on what he looks, ’gainst law or duty. 

I haye debated, even in my soul. 

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall breed ; 
But nothing can affection’s course control. 

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 

I know repentant tears ensue the deed, 

Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity; 

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.” 

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade, 

Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 

Coucheth the fowl below with his wings’ shade, 
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies : 

So under his insulting falchion lies 
Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells 
With trembling fear, as fowl hmt falcon’s bells. 
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''Lucrece,” quoth lie, '^this night I must enjoy thee 
If thou deny, then force must work my way, 

For ill thy bed I purpose to destroy thee : 

That done, some, worthless slave >of thine I’ll sky, 

To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ; 

And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing I slew him, seeii^ thee embrace him. 

So thy surviving husband shall remain' ^. 

The scornful mark of. every open eye ' ' ' / ^ 

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at ‘this disdain, 

Thy issue blurr’d with hameless Jiastardy 
And thou, the author of, ;iheir obloquy,-’ ' ’ . 
Shalt have thy tresp^s, cited up in- rhymes, 

And sung by children in succeeding times. 

But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend : 

The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ; 

A little harm done to a great good end 
For lawful policy remains enacted. 

The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted 
In a pure compound ; being so applied, 

His venom in effect is purified. 

Then, for thy husband and thy children’s sake, 
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device can taka, 

The blemish that will never be forgot ; 

Worse than a slavish wipe or birth-hour’s blot : 

For marks descried in men’s nativity 
Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy.” 

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 
He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause ; 

While she, the picture of true piety, 

Like a white hind under the gripe’s sharp claws, 
Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws, 

To the rough beast that knows no gentle right, 

Her aught obeys but Ms foul appetite. 
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when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth threat, 
In his dim mist th’ aspiring mountains hiding, 

From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth get, 
Which blows thes,e pitchy vapours from their biding, 
Hindering their present fall by tliis^® dividing ; 

So his unhallow’d haste her words delays, 

And moody Pluto winks wiiile Orpheus plays. 

Yet, foul liightwvaking cat, ho doth but dally, . y 
While in his' hold-fdst foot' the weak mouse pan teth : 
Her sad behaviour feeds his .vulture folly, 

A swrallowing gulf that even' in plenty w^anteth : 

His ear her pray eys a'dmits, but his heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining : 

• Tears harden lust; though marble wear with raining. 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix’d 
In 4ihe remorseless wninkles of his face ; 

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix’d, 

Yfhich to her oratory adds more grace. 

She puts the period often from his place ; 

And midst the sentence so her accent breaks. 

That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks. 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By knighthood, gentry, and sw-eet friendship’s oath, 

^ By her untimely tears, her husband’s love, 

By holy human law, and common troth. 

By heaven and earth, and all the pow^'er of both, 

That to his horrow^’d bed he make retire, 

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 

Quoth she, Eeward not hospitality 

With such black payment as thou hast pretended ; 

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee ; 

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 

End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended ; 

He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 
To strike a poor unseasonable doer 
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My husband is thy friend, — for his sake spare me ; 
Thyself art mighty, — for thine own sake leave me ; 
Myself a weakling, — do not, then, ensnare me ; 

Thou look’st not like deceit, — do not deceive me. 

My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave thee : 
If ever man were mov'd with woman's moans, 

Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans : 

All which together, like a troubled ocean, 

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart, 

To soften it with their continual motion ; 

For stones dissolv'd to water do convert. 

0, if no harder than a stone thou art, 

Melt at my tears, and be compassi-onate ! 

Soft ]Dity enters at an iron^ gate. 

In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thee : 

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame ? ^ 

To all the host of heaven I complain me, 

Thou wrong'st his honour, wound’st his princely name. 
Thou art not what thou seem'st ; and if the same, 

Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god, a king ; 

For kings like gods should govern every thing. 

How will thy shame be seeded in thine age. 

When thus thy vices bud before thy spring ! 

If in thy hope thou dar’st do such outrage. 

What dar'st thou not when once thou art a king ? 

0, be remember'd, no outrageous thing 
From vassal actors can be wip’d away ; 

Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay. 

This deed will make thee only lov'd for fear ; 

But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love : 

With foul offenders thou perforce must bear, 

When they in thee the like offences prove : 

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 

For princes: are the glass, the school, the hook, 

, Where subjects’ eyes do learn, do read, do look. 
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'V And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall learn ‘? 
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame ? 

Wilt thou be glass wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame, 

To privilege dishonour in thy name ? 

Thou back’st reproach against long-living laud, 

An^ mak’st fair reputation but a bawd. 

Hast thou command ?' *by him that gave it thee, 
From a pure heart conimand thy rebel will : 

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity, 

For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. 

Thy princely office liow’ canst thou fulfil, 

• When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul Sin may say, 

He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach the way ? 

Think but how vile a spectacle it were, 

To view thy present trespass in another. 

Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear; 

Their own transgressions partially they smother : 

This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy brother. 

0, how are they wrapp’d in with infamies 
That from their own misdeeds askance their eyes !‘ 

To thee, to thee, my heav’d-up hands appeal, 

Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier : 

I sue for exil’d majesty’s repeal ; 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire : 
tiis true respect will prison false desire. 

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne, 

That thou shalt sec thy state, and pity mine.” 

Have done,” quoth he : my uncontrolled tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 

Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide, 

And with the wind in greater fury fret : 

The petty streams that pay a daily debt 

To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls’ haste 
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.” 
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'' Thou art/' quoth she, " a sea, a sovereign king; 
And, lo, there falls into thy boundless flood 
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy good, 

Thy sea wuthin a puddle’s womb is hears’d. 

And not the puddle in thy sea dispers’d. 

'' So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave ; 
Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave : 

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride : 

The lesser thing should not the greater hide ; 

The cedar stoops not to the base ^irub’s foot. 

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root. 

" So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state” — 

" No more,” quoth he ; " by heaven, I will not h^ar thee 
Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate. 

Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear thee ; 

That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom, 

To be thy partner in this shameful doom.” 

This said, he sets his foot upon the light, 

For light and lust are deadly enemies : 

Shame folded up in blind-concealing night, 

"When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize. 

The wolf hath seiz’d his prey, the poor lamb cries ; 

Till with her own white fleece her voice controll’d 
Entombs her outcry in her lips’ sweet fold : 

For with the nightly linen that she wears 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head ; 

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 

0, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed ! 

The spots whereof could weeping purify, 

Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 
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Blit she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 

And he hath won what he would lose again : 

This forced league doth force a further strife ; 

This momentary joy breeds months of pain ; 

This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store. 

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before. 

.Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk, 

Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight. 

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 
The prey wherein by nature they delight ; 

Bo surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night: 

His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 

Devours his will, that liv’d by foul devouring. 

0, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can comprehend in still imagination ! 

Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt, 

Ere he can see his own abomination. 

While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire, 

Till, like a jade, Self-will himself doth tire. 

And then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek, 

With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless pace, 

, Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, 

Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 

The flesh being proud, Desire doth fight with Grace, 
For there it revels ; and when that decays, ' 

The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this faultful lord of Borne, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chas’d ; 

For now against himself he sounds this doom, — 

That through the length of times he stands disgrac’d : 
Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defac’d ; 

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares, 

To ask the spotted princess how she fares. 
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She says, her subjects with foul insurrection 
Have batter’d down her consecrated wall, 

And by their mortal fault brought in subjection 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death and pain perpetual : 

Which in her prescience she controlled still, ^ 
But her foresight could not forestall their will 


Even in this thought through the dark night he stealeth 
A captive victor that hath lost in gain ; 

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth, 

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain ; 

Leaving his spoil perplex’d in greater pain. 

She bears the load of lust he left beliincl, 

And he the burden of a guilty mind. 


He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence ; 

She like a weary lamb lies panting there ; 

He scowls, and hates himself for his offence ; 

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear ; 
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fe-ar ; 

She stays, exclaiming on the direful night ; 

He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loath’d delight- 


He thence departs a heavy convertite ; 

She there remains a hopeless castaway ; 

He in his speed looks for the morning light ; 

She prays she never may behold the day, 

^^For day,” quoth she, night’s scapes doth open lay 
And my true eyes have never practis’d how 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 


They think not but that every eye can see 
The same disgrace which they, themselves behold 
And therefore would they still in darkness be, 

To have their unseen sin, remain untold ; . 

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold, ' : 

. Upon mj jeheeks^what helpless 
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Here slie exclaims against repose and rest, 

And bids iier eyes liereafter still be Wind. 

She wakes ber heart by beating on her breast, 

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find 
Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 

Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her spite 
A'^ainst the nnseen secrecy of night : 

^‘0 comfort-killing Night, image of hell 1 
Dim register and notary of shame ! 

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell ! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame ! 

Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour for defame ! 

Grim cave pf death ! whispering conspirator 
With close-tongu’d treason and the rayisher ! 

‘ 0 hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night ! 

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime, 

Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light, 

Make war against proportion’d course of time ; 

■Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 

Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head. 

With rotten damps ravish the morning air; 

Let their exhal’d unwholesome breaths make sick 
The life of purity, the supreme fair, 

Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick; 

And let thy misty vapours^^^ march so thick, 

That in their smoky ranks his smother’d light 
May set at noon, and make perpetual night. 

Were Tarquin Night, as he is but Night’s child, 
The silver-shining queen he would distain ; 

Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defil’d, 
Through Night’s black bosom should not peep again : 
Bo should I have co-partners in my pain ; 

ship in woe doth woe assuage, 

^ chat makes short their pilgrimage. 
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'' Wliere now I have no one to blnsli witli me, 

To cross their arms, and hang their heads with mine 
To mask their brows, and hide their infamy ; 

But I alone alone must sit and pine, 

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine, 
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with groans. 
Poor wasting monuments of lasting moanso 


O' Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold that face 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace ! 

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place, 

That all the faults which in thy reign are made 
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade ! 


Make me not object to the tell-tale Day ! 

The light will show, character’d in my brow, , 
The stoiy of sweet chastity’s decay, 

The impious breach of holy wedlock vow : 

Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
To cipher what is writ in learned hooks. 

Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks 


The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story, 
And fright her crying babe with Tarqiiin’s name 
The orator, to deck Ms oratory, 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame ; 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 
Will tie the hearers to attend each line, 

How Tarquin wrongM me, I Collatine. 


^^Let my good name, that senseless reputation, 
For Collatine’s dear Jove be kept unspotted : 

If that be made a theme for disputation, 

The branches of another root are rotted, : . 
And undeserved reproach to him allotted / . 

' That is as clear from this attaint of mine 
: /.Si4y,^;'th% ’was;parO;tp Gonatina.i;^ ;V'.' 
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0 unseen sliame ! iiiYisible disgrace ! 

0 unfelt sore 1 crest-wounding, private scar ! 

Eeproacb is stamp’d in Collatinus’ face, 

And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar, 

How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows, 

Wffich not themselves, but he that gives them knows 


^^If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me. 

From me by strong assault it is bereft. 

My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee, 

Have no perfection of my summer left, 

But I'obb’d and ransack’d by injurious theft : 

In thy weakjiive a wandering wasp hath crept, 
And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee kept, 


Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack, — 
Yet for thy honour did I entertain him ; 
Coming from thee, I could not imt him back, 
For it had been dishonour to disdain him : 
Besides, of weariness he did complain him, 
And talk’d of virtue : — 0 unlook’d-for evil, 
When virtue is profan’d in such a devil ! 


Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud ? 
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests ? 

Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ? 

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ? 

Or kings be breakers of their own behests ? 

But no perfection is so absolute, 

That some impurity doth not pollute. 


The aged man that coffers-up his gold 
Is plagu’d with cramps and gouts and painful fits 
And scarce hath eyes his treasure to- behold, 

But like still-pining Tantalus he sits, 

And useless barns the harvest of his wits ; 
Having no other pleasure of his gain . 

.But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 
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So then he hath it when he cannot use it, 

And leaves it to be master’d by his young ; 

Who in their pride do presently abuse it : ' 
Their father was too weak, and they too strong, 
To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long. 

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours 
Even in the moment that we call them ou/s. 


Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring ; 
Unwholesome weeds take root with precious flowers 
The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing; 

What virtue breeds iniquity devours ; 

We have no good that we can say is ours, 

But ill-annexed Opportunity 
Or kills his life or else his quality. 


‘‘ 0 Opportunity, thy guilt is great ! 

’Tis thou that execut’st the traitor’s treason ; ^ 
Thou sett’st the wolf where he the lamb may get ; 
Whoever plots the sin, thou point’st the season ; 
’Tis thou that spurn’st at right, at law, at reason ; 
And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him, 
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him. 


tMhou mak’st the vestal violate her oath ; 

Thou blow’st the fire when temperance is thaw’d 
Thou smother’st honesty, thou murder’st troth ; 
Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd’! 

Thou plantest scandal, and displacest laud : 
Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief, 
Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief ! 


Thy secret, pleasure turns to open shame. 
Thy private feasting to a public fast, 

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name, 

Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood taste : 
Thy violent vanities can never last. .. 

How comes it, then, vile Opportunity, ^ 
Bai^ so had, such numbers seek for thee ? 
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When wilt thou be the humble suppliant’s friend, 
And bring him where his suit may be obtain’d ? 

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end ? 

Or free that soul which wretchedness hath chain’d ? 
Oive physic to the sick, ease to the pain’d ? 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee ; 
B\it they ne’er meet with Opportunity. 

The patient dies while the physician sleeps ; ' 

The orphan pines wiiile the oppressor feeds ; 

Justice is feasting while the widow weeps ; 

Advice is sporting wiiile infection breeds : 

Thou grant’st no time for charitable deeds : 

Wrath, ei}*vy, treason, rape, and murder’s rages, 
Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages. 

When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee, 

A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid : 

They buy thy help ; but Sin ne’er gives a fee, 

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appaid 
As well to hear as grant what he hath said. 

My Collatine would else have come to me 
When Tarquin did, but he w^as stay’d by thee. 

Gruilty thou art of murder and of theft. 

Guilty of perjury and subornation, 

Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift, 

Guilty of incest, that abomination; 

An accessary by thine inclination 

To all sins past, and all that are to come. 

From the creation to the general doom. 

Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night, 

Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight, 

Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s snare ; 
Thou nursest all, and murder’st all that are ; 

0, hear me, then, injurious-shifting Time! 

Be guilty of my death, since, of my crime. 
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Wty “work’st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage. 

Unless thou couldst return to make amends ? 

One poor retiring minute in an age 
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand friends, 
Lending Mm wit that, to had .debtors lends : 
p, this dread, night,, wouldst thou one hour come back, 
I could preyent ihk. storm, and shun thy wrack ! 


'' Why hath thy servant Opportunity 
Betray’d the hours thou gav’st me to repose, 

Canceil’d my fortunes, and enchained me 
To endless date of never-ending woes ‘? 

Time’s office is to fine the hate of foes ; 

To eat up errors by opinion bred, 

Not spend the dowry of a la'wful bed. 

'' Time’s glory is to calm contending kings, 

To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to light, 

To stamp the seal of time in aged things, 

To wake the morn, and sentinel the night, 

To wrong the wronger till he render right, 

To ruinate proud buildings with thyi^^^ hours, 

And smear with dust their glittering golden towers ; 

To fill with worm-holes stately monuments, 

To feed oblivion with decay of things, ^ 

To blot old books and alter their contents, 

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings, 

To dry the old oak’s sap, and cherish springs, 

To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel,. 

And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s wheel ; 

To show the beldam daughters of her daughtei', 

To make the child a man, the man a child, 

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter. 

To tame the unicorn and lion wild, 

To mock the subtle in themselves beguil’d. 

To cheer the ploughman with increaseful crops, 

And waste huge stones with little water-drops. 
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Thon ceaseless lackey to eternity, 

With some mischance cross Tarqnin in Ms flight : 
Deyise extremes beyond extremity, 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night ; 

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright ; 

And tile dire thought of his committed evil 
ShEpe every bush a hideous shapeless devil. 

Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances,' 

Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans’ ; 

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances, 

To make him moan ; but pity not his moans : 

Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than stones ; 
And let mil^I women to him lose their mildness, 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 

Let him have time to tear his ciirlM hair, 

Let him have time against himself to rave. 

Let him have time of Time’s help to despair, 

Let him have time to live a loathed slave, 

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave. 

And time to see one that by alms doth live 
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give. 

Let him have time to see his friends his foes. 

And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 

^ Let him have time to mark how slow time goes 
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 
His time of folly and his time of sport ; 

And ever let his unrecalling crime 
Have time to wnil th’ abusing of his time. 

“ 0 Time, thou tutor both to good and had, 

Teach me to curse him that thou taught’st this ill ! 

At his own shadow let the thief run mad, 

Himself, himself seek every hour to kill ! 

Such wretched hands such wretched, blood should spill ; 

For who so base would such an office have 
> As slanderous death’s-man to* so base a slave ? 
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'' The baser is he, coming from a king, 

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate : 

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate ; 
For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 

. The moon being clouded presently is miss’d, 
But little stars may hide them when they list, 


The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire. 
And unperceiv’d fly with the filth away ; 

But if the like the snow-white sv/an desire, 

The stain upon his silver down will stay. 

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious day 
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er , they fly, 

But eagles gaz’d upon with every eye. 


Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools ! 
Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators ! 

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools ; 
Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters 
To trembling clients be you mediators : 

For me, I force not argument a straw, 

Since that my case is past the help of law. 


In vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night ; 

In vain I cavil with mine infamy, 

In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite : 

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right 
The remedy indeed to do me good 
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood. 


'' Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this decree ? 
Honour thyself to rid -me of this shame ; 

For if I die, my honour lives in thee; 

But, if I live, thou liv^st in my defame : 


Sifl. thyself and her for yielding so 
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This said, from her betnmhled conch she starteth, 
To find some desperate instrument of death : 

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparteth 
To make more yent for passage of hex breath ; 
Which, thronging through her lips, so vanishetli 
As smoke from -®tna, that in air consumes, 

Or that which from discharged cannon fumes. 

In vain,” quoth she, live, and seek in vain 
Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 

I fear’d by Tarquin’s falchion to be slain, 

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife : 

But when I fear’d I was a loyal wife : 

So am I now*: — ^0 no, that cannot be ; 

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 

0, that is gone for which I sought to live, 
AndHherefore now I need not fear to die. 

To clear this spot by death, at least I give 
A badge of fame to slander’s livery ; 

A dying life to living infamy : 

Poor helpless help, the treasure stol’n away. 

To burn the guiltless casket where it lay ! 

Well, w’-ell, dear Oollatine, thou shalt not kno-w 
The stained taste of violated troth ; 

I will not wrong thy true affection so. 

To flatter thee with an infringed oath ; 

This bastard graff shall never come to growth : 

, He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute 
That thou art doting father of his fruit. 

Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought, 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state ; 

But thou shalt know thy interest was not bought 
Basely with gold, but stol’n from forth thy gate. 
For me, I am the mistress of my fate^. , 

And with my trespass never will dispense, 

Till life to death acquit my forc’d offence. 
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So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care, 

Holds disputation with each thing she views, 

And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 

Ho object but her passion’s, strength renews ; 

And as one shifts, another straight ensues : 

Sometime her grief iS' dumb, and hath no words ; 
Sometime- ’tis mad, and top-ipuch talk affords. 


“ I will not poison thee with my attaint, 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excuses ; 

My sable ground of sin I will not paint. 

To hide the truth of this false night’s abuses 

Mj tongue shall utter all; mine eyes, like sluices. 

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale, 

Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure tale. 

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended 
The well-tun’d warble of her nightly sorrow,^ 

Anil solemn night with slow-sad gait descended 
To Ugly hell ; when, lo, the blushing morrow 
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow : 

But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see,^ 

And therefore still in night would cloister’d be. 

Bevealing day through every cranny spies. 

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping , 

To whom she sobbing speaks : “ 0 eye of eyes, 

“Why pry’st thou through my mndow ? leave thy peeping ; 

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are sleeping : 

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light, 

Bor day hath naught to do what’s done by night. 

Thus cavils she with every thing she sees . 

•True grief is fond and testy as a child. 

Who wayward oncoi his mood vrith naught agrees : ' .. . 

Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild ; 

Continuance tames the one ; the other wild, ^ j 

Like an unpractis’d swimmer plunging still, ^ j 

With too much labour drowns for want of skill. j 
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The little birds that tune their morning’s joy 
Make her moans mad with their sweet melody: 

For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ; 

Sad souls are slain in merry company ; 

Grief best is pleas’d with grief’s society : 

True sorrow then is feelingly snflSc’d 
"Wiien with like semblance it is sympathiz’d. 

'’Tis double death to drown in ken of shore; 

He ten times pines that pines beholding food; 

To see the salve doth make the w’-ound ache more; 
Great grief grieves most at that would do it good ; 

Deep vroes roll forward like a gentle flood, 

Who, being' stopp’d, the bounding banks o’erflows; 
Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows. 

You mocking birds,” quoth she, your tunes entomb 
Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts, 

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb : 

My restless discord loves no stops nor rests ; 

A woful hostess brooks not merry guests : 

Eelish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 

Distress likes dumps -when time is kept with tears. 

Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment, 

Make thy sad grove in my dishevell’d hair : 

^As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment, 

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear, 

And with deep groans the diapason bear ; 

For burden -wise I’ll hum on Tarquin still. 

While thou on Tereus descant’st better skill. • 

And wdiiles against a thorn thou bear’st thy part, 

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I, 

To imitate thee w’-ell, against my heart 
Will fix a sharp knife, to affright mine eye ; 

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 

These means, as frets upon an instrument, 

Shall tune our heart-strings to true languishment. 




As the poor.Mghted deer, that stanus au 
Wildly determining whicli way to fly, 

Or one encompass’d with a winding maze. 

That cannot tread the way ont readily ; 

So with herself is she in mutiny. 

To live or die which of the twain were hetter, 
Wlien life is sham’d, and death reproach s dehto. 


My body or my soul, which was the dearer, 

When the one pure, the other made divine ? 

Whose love of either to myself was nearer, ^ 

When both were kept for heaven and Collatine ? 

Ay me the hark peel’d from the lofty pine. 

His leaves will wither, and his sap decay ; 

So must my soul, her hark being peel’d away. 

“ Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted. 

Her mansion batter’d by the enemy ; 

■Her sacred tenaple spotted, spoil’ d, corrupted. 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 

Then let it not be call’d impiety, , , , ■ 

: , If in this blesnish’d fort I make some hole ' 
Through which I may convey this troubled soul 
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Yet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have lieard tlie cause of my untimely death ; 

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine, 
Eevenge on him that made me stop- my breath. 

My stained blood to Tarquin I’ll bequeath, 

Which by him tainted shall for him be spent, 
Aiid as his due writ in my testament. 

My honour 111 bequeath unto the knife 
That wounds my body so dishonoured. 

Mis honour to deprive dishonour’d life; 

The one will live, the other being dead : 

So of shame’s ashes shall my frame be bred ; 

Tor in my death I murder shameful scorn : 

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born. 

^^Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost. 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee? 

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 

By whose example thou reveng’d mayst be. 

How Tarquin must be us’d, read it in me: 

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe, 

And, for my sake, serve thou false Tarquin so. 

“ This brief abridgment of my will I make 
My soul and body to the skies and ground; 

^ My resolution, husband, do thou take; 

Mine honour be the knife’s that makes my wound ; 
My shame be his that did my fame confound ; 

And all my fame that lives disbursed be 
To those that live, and think no shame of me. 

Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will ; 

How was I overseen that thou shalt see it ! 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill ; , 

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end shall free it. 
Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, ^ So be it 
Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer thee : 
Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors be.” 
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The weak oppress’d, tli’ impression ot strange n 
Is form’dia them % force, by fraud, or skill : 
lien iie),«uaiors of their ill, ' : 

, No more than, wax shall he aoeounted evil 
-i ' Wherein ik ^thp’4 the semblance of a devil. 


This plot of death when sadly she had laid. 

And wip’d the brinish pearl from her bright eyes. 

With untun’d tongue she hoarsely calls her maid, 

Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ; 

For swift-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers flies. 

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her maid seem so 
As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good-morrow, 

With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty. 

And sorts a sad look to her lady s sorrow, 

For why her face wore sorrow’s livery ; 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 

Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsM so. 

Nor why her foir cheeks overwash’d with woe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set. 

Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye ; 

Even so the maid with swelling drops gan wet 
Her circled eyne, enforc’d by sympathy 
Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ sky, _ 

Who in a salt-wav’d ocean quench their light. 

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. 

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand. 

Bike ivory conduits coral cisterns filling * 

One justly weeps ; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling : 

Theu’ gentle sex to weep are often willing; 

Grieving themselves to guess at others’ smarts, 

And then they drown their eyes, or break their hearts. 

For men have marble, women waxen, minds. 

And therefore are they form’d as marble will ; 
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Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain, 
Lays open ail the little worms that creep ; 

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep : 

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep : 
Though men can cover crimes with bold stern looks 
Poor women’s faces are their own faults^ books. 


No man inveigh against the wither’d flower, 

But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill’d : 
Not that devour’d, bufc that which doth devour, 

Is worthy blame. 0, let it not be hild^^^^ 

Poor women’s faults, that they are so fulfill’d 
With men’s abuses : those proud lords, to blamC; 
Make weak-made women tenants to their shame. 


The precedent whereof in Luorece view, 
Assail’d by night with circumstances strong 
Of present death, and shame that might ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to resistance did belong, 

That dying fear through all her body spread 
And who cannot abuse a body dead ? 


By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 

My girl,” quoth she, on what occasion break 
Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are raining ? 
If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining, 

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood : 

If tears could help, mine own would do me good. 


But tell me, girl, when went”— and there she stay’d 
Till after a deep groan — Tarquin from hence ?” 
Madam, ere I was up,” replied the maid. 

The more to blame my sluggard negligence : 

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense, — 

Myself was stirring ere the break of .day, 

And, ere I rose^ was Tarqiiin gone away. 



Here folds she up the teuour of her woe, 

Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 

By this short schedule Oollatine may know 
Her grief, hut not her grief 's true quality : 

She dares not thereof make disco very, 

- I^st he shqhld hold it her own gross abuse, 

Ere she with hlopd had stain’d her stain’d excuse, 


But, lady, if your maid may he so hold, 

She would request to know your heaYiness.” 

0, peace !” quoth Lucrece : '' if it should be told, 
The repetition cannot make it less ; 

For more it is than I can well express : 

And that deep torture may be call’d a hell 
When more is felt than one hath power to t^elL 

Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen, — 

Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 

What should I say ? — One of my husband’s men 
Bid thou he ready, by and by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear : 

Bid him with speed prepare to car 5 ;y it ; 

The cause craves haste, and it will soon he writ.” 


.Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write. 
First hovering o’er the paper with her quill : ^ 

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ; 

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will ; 
This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill : 
Much like a press of people at a door, 

Throng her inventions, which shall go before. 


At last she thus begins : Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee, 

Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe t’ afford — 

If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see — 

Some present speed to come and visit me. 

So, I commend me from our house in grief : 

My woes are tedious, though my words are brief.” 
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Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her ; 

When sighs and groans and tears may grace the fashion 

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 

Prom that suspicion which- the world might bear her. 

To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter 
With words, till action might become them better. 

To see sad sights moYes more than hear them told ; 

For then the eye interprets to the ear , 

The heavy motion that it doth behold. 

When every part a part of woe doth bear. 

’Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear : 

Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow fords, 
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of words. 

Her letter now is seal’d, and on it writ, 

At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.” 

The post attends, and she delivers it, 

Charging the sour-fac’d groom to hie as fast 
As lagging fowls before the northern blast : 

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she deems : 
Extremity still urgeth such extremes* 

The homely villain court’sies to her low ; 

And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Eeceives the scroll without or yea or no, 

And forth with bashful innocence doth hie. 

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 

For Lucrece thought he blush’d to see her shame : 

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity. 

Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
To talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely : 

Even so this pattern of the worn-out age 
Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no words to gage. 
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His kindled duty kindled lier mistrust, 

That two red fires in both their faces blaz’d; 

She thought he blush’d, as knowing Tarquin’s lust, 
And, blushing with him, wistly on him gaz’d ; 

Her earnest eye did make him more amaz’d : 

The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish, 
The more she thought he spied in her some yemish. 


But long she thinks till he return again, 

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 

The weary time she cannot entertain, 

For now ’tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan : 
So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan, 
That she her plaints a little while doth stay. 
Pausing for means to mourn some newer way. 


At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece 
Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy ; 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 
For Helen’s rape the city to destroy, 

Threatening cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy ; 
Which the conceited painter drew so proud, 

As heaven, it seem’d, to kiss the turrets bow’d 


A thousand lamentable objects there, 

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life : 

Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear, . 

Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the wife : 

The red blood reek’d, to show the painter’s strife ; 
And dying eyes gleam’d forth their ashy lights, 
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 


There might you see the labouring pioner 
Begrim’d with sweat, and smeared all with dust ; 
And from the towers of Troy there would appear 
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust,. 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust ; 

Such sweet observance in this work was had, 
,-Si^ might s^ thos^ far-off eyes look sad. 
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In great commanders grace and majesty 
Yon might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 

In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ; 

And here and there the painter interlaces 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces ; 
Which heartless peasants did so well resemble, 

TJjat one would swear he saw them quake and tremble 


In Ajax and Ulysses, 0, what art 
Of physiognomy might one behold ! 

The face of either ciphePd either’s heart ; 

Their face their manners most expressly told : 
In Ajax’ ej^es blunt rage and rigour roll’d; 

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 
Show’d deep regard and smiling governmeht, 


There pleading might you see graye Nestor stand, 
As ’twere encouraging the Greeks to fight : 
Making such sober action with his hand, 

That it beguil’d attention, charm’d the sight : 

In speech, it seem’d, his beard,, all silver white, 
Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips did fly 
Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the sky 


About him were a press of gaping faces. 

Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice ; 
All jointly listening, but with several graces, 

As if some mermaid did their ears entice, 

Some high, some low, — the painter was so nice 
The scalps of many, almost hid behind, 

To lump up higher seem’d, to mock the mine 


Here one man’s hand loan’d on another’s head, 

His nose being shadow’d by his neighbour’s ear ; 

Here one, being throng’d, hears hack, all boll’n and red 
Another, smother’d, seems to pelt and swear; 

And in their rage such signs of rage they hear, 

As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden words, 

It seem’d they would debaf^e with, angry swords. 
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For mucli imaginary work w^as there ; 

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind, 

That for Achilles' image stood his spear, 

Grip'd in an armed hand ; himself, behind, 

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 

Stood for the whole to be imagined. ^ 

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy 
When their brave hope, bold Hector, march’d to field, 
Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 
To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield ; 

And to their hope they such odd action yield, 

That through their light joy seemed to appear, 

Like bright things stain’d, a kind of heavy fear. 

And from the strand of Cardan, where they fought, 

To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran, 

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled shore, and than 
Eetire again, till, meeting greater ranks. 

They join, and shoot their foam at Simois’ banks. 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come, 

To find a face where all distress is stell’d. 

Many she sees where cares have carvM some. 

But none where all distress and dolour dwell’d, 

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld, 

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes, 

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot lies. 

In her the painter had anatomiz’d 

Time’s ruin, beauty’s, wreck, and grim care’s reign : 

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguis’d ; 

Cf what she was no semblance did remain : 

. Her blue blood chang’d to black in every vein, 

' >W Spring , that those shrunk pipes had fed, 

. Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 
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On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes, 

And shapes her sorrrow to the beldam’s woes, 
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes : 

The painter was no god to lend her those ; 

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wrong. 
To give her so much grief, and not a tongue. 


'' Poor instrument,” quoth she, ''without a sound, 
111 tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue ; 

And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted wound, 
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong ; 
And with my tears quench Troy that burns so long 
And with my, knife scratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 


" Show me the strumpet that began this stir. 
That with my nails her beauty I may tear. 

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear ; 

Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here ; 

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye. 
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die. 


" Why should the private pleasure of some one 
Become the public plague of many mo ? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 
Upon his head that hath transgressed so ; 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe : 
For one’s offence why should so many fall, 

. To plague a private sin in general ? 


"Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies. 

Here manly Hector faints, here Troilus swounds, 
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies, 

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds. 

And one man’s lust these many lives confounds : 
Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire, . 

Troy had been bright with fame, and not with fire, 
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Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s paiiited woes : 

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging hell. 

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes ; 

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell . 

So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth teL ^ ^ 

To pencill’d pensiveness and colour d > 

She lends them words, and she their looks deth borrow. 

She throws her eyes about the painting round. 

And whorh she finds forlorn she doth lament. 

At last she sees a wretched image bound, 

That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent : 

His face, though full of cares, yet show d content ; . 

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he goes. 

So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn his woes. - 

In him the painter labour’d with his skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show ^ 

An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, . 

A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe ; 

Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so 
That blushing red no guilty instance gave. 

Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devil. 

He entertain’d a show so seeming just. 

An d therein so ensconc’d his secret evil. 

That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust 
Into so bright a day such black-fac d storms. 

Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like forms. 

The well-skiH’d workman this mild image drew 
For perjur’d Sinon, whose enchanting story 

The credulous old Priam after slew ; 

; , 'Whose words, Hke wildfire, burnt the shining glory 
Of rich-built Hion, that the skies were sorry. 

And ItBe stars shot from their fixed places, 

' ; 'Wtoa, tiffiir glass fell wherem they view’d their faces. 
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Tliis picture slie aclYiseclIy perus’d, 

And cMd tlie painter for liis wondrous skill, 

Saying, some sliape in Sinon’s was abus’d ; 

So fair a form lodg’d not a mind so ill : 

And still on bim slie gaz’d ; and gazing still. 

Such signs of truth in bis plain face sbe spied, 

That sbe concludes the '•picture was belied. 

'' It cannot be,” quotb sbe, that so mucb guile”— 
She would bave said ^*^can lurk in sucb a look;” 

But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind the while, 

And from her tongue "^^can lurk” from '^cannot” took: 
^‘It cannot be” sbe in that sense forsook. 

And turn’d it thus, It cannot be, I find, 

But sucb a face should bear a wicked mind : 

For eyen as subtle Sinon here is painted. 

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 

As if with grief or travail be bad fainted. 

To me came Tarquin armM ; so beguil’d^^® 

With outward honesty, but yet defil’d 

With inward vice : as Priam him did cherish, 

So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish. 

‘^Look, look, bow listening Priam wets bis eyes. 

To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds ! 

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise ? 

For every tear be falls a Trojan bleeds : 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds ; 

Those round clear pearls of bis, that move thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city. 

Such devils steal effects from lightless hell; 

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold, 

And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 

These contraries such unity do hold^ 

Only to flatter fools, and make them bold : , 

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth flatter, 

That he finds means to burn his Troy with water,” 
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•Here all enrag’d, snch passion Her assaus, 

qmte beaten from h» be»et. 

She tLrs the senseless Smon with her nai , 
PomDarin^ liim to that niihapipy gncs 
Whose de!d hath made herself herself detest : 

\ 4- 1 ct-f- aliA qi'nilino'lY with this gives o ei , 

~ Foot Ml” ^ 

Thus ehhs and flows the current of her sorrow, 

And time doth weary time with her ; 

the looks for night, and then she longs for moiiow, 
And both she thinks too long with her remaining : 
alt toe »ee»s long in f «tP '—g ^ 

Though woe he heary, yet it seldom sleeps , 

And they that watch see time how slow it creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her thought, 

That she with painted images hath spent ; 

Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep surmise of others’ detriment ; 

Losing her woes in shows of discontent. ^ 

It easeth some, though none it ever cur d, 

Tn think their dolour others have endur a. 


But now the mindful messenger, come bacK, 
Brings home his lord and other company ; 
Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning blacl 
And round about her tear-disuained eye 
Blue circles stream’d, like rainbows in the skj 
These water-galls in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent, 


Which when her sad-beholding husband saw, 
Amazedly in her sad face he stares . 

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and raw. 
Her lively colour kill’d vrith deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fares : 

: But stood, like old acTuaintance in a trance, 

•Met farfirpm home, wondering each other’s chance, 
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At last lie takes ker by the bloodless hand, 

And thus begins : What uncouth ill eTent 
Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling stand ? 
Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour spent ? 
Why art thou thus attir’d in discontent ? 

Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaTiness, 

Aifd tell thy grief, that we may give redress.” 


Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire, 
Ere once she can discharge one word of woe : 

At length address’d to answer his desire, 

She modestly prepares to let them know 
Her honour is ta’en prisoner by the foe ; 

While Collatine and his consorted lords 
With sad attention long to hear her words. 


And now this pale swan in her watery, nest 
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending : 

Few words,” quoth she, shall fit the trespass best. 
Where no excuse can give the fault amending : 

In me more woes than words are now depending ; 

And my laments would be drawn out too long, 

To tell them all with one poor tirfed tongue. 


Then be this all the task it hath to say : 
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay 
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head 
And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free. 


For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight. 
With shining falchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming light, 
And softly cried, ‘ Awake, thou Eoman dame, 
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 
On thee and thine this night I will inflict, 
If thou my love’s desire do contradict. 
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“ 0 , teach me how to make mine own excuse 
Or, at the least, this refuge let me find,— 
Though my gross blood be stain d with this < 
Immaculate and spotless is my mind , 

That was not forc’d ; that never was inclin’d 
To accessary yieldings, hut still pure ^ 
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.” 


Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this loss. 

With head declin’d, and voice damm’d up with woe, 
With sad-set eyes, and wreathed arms across,^’'* 
Drom lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
TM grief away that stops his answer so ; ^ 

. l^at he out his breath drinks up again. 


‘ Dor some hard-favour’d groom of thine,’ quoth he, 
‘ Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will, 
ni murder straight, and then I’U slaughter thee. 
And swear I found you where you did lulhl 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill 
The lechers in their deed : this act will be^ 

My fame, and thy perpetual infamy.’ 


“ With this, I did begin to start and cry ; 

And then against my heart he set his sword, 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 

I should not live to speak another word ; 

So should my shame still rest upon record. 

And never be forgot in mighty Rome, 

Th’ adulterate death of Luerece and her groom. 


» Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak. 

And far the weaker with so strong a fear : 

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ; 

No rightful plea might plead for justice there ; 

His scarlet lust came evidence to swear ^ 

That my poor beauty had purloin’d his eyes ; 
And when the judge is robb’d, the prisoner dies. 
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As through an arch the violent-roaring tide 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste. 

Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 
Back to the strait that forc'd him on so fast ; 

In rage sent out, recalFd in rage, being past : 

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw, 

To piish grief on, and back the same grief draw. 

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth. 

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 

Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 
Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 
More feeling-painful : let it, then, suffice 
"" To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. . 

And for my sake, when I might charm thee so, 

For sl^ that was thy Lucrece, — now attend me : 

^ Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 

Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost defend me 
From what is past : the help that thou shalt lend me 
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die; 

For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

“ But ere I name him, you fair lords,'' quoth she, 
Speaking to those that came with Collatine, 

Shall plight your honourable faiths to me. 

With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of nodne; 

For 'tis a meritorious fair design 

To chase injustice with revengeful arms : 

Knights, by their oaths, should right poor ladies' harms." 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each present lord began to promise aid, 

As bound in knighthood to her imposition, 

Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray'd^ 

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said. 

The protestation stops. 0, speak," quoth she, 

“ How may this forced stain wip'd from me ? 
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” Wliat is the quality of mine oflenee, 

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance . 

May my pure mind with the foul act dispense, 

My low-declined honour to advance ? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance^. 

The poison’d fountain clears itself again ; 

And why not I from this compelled stain * 

With this, they all at once began to say, 

Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears ; 

While with a joyless smile she turns away 
The^“ face, that map which deep impression bears 

Of hard misfortune, carv’d in it with tears. 

'‘No, no,” quoth she, “ no dame y, hereafter living, 

By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving. 

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break. 

She throws forth Tarquin’s name : “He, he, she say^ 
But more than “ he” her poor tongue could not speak , 
Till after many accents and delays, 

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays. 

She utters this, “ He, he, fair lords, ’tis he 
That guides this hand to give this wound to me. 

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast 
A harmful knife, that thence her soul unsheath’d : 

That blow did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breath’d : 

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeath’d 

Her winged sprite, and through her wounds doth fly 
Life’s laRti-ng date from caneell’d destiny. 


Stone-still, astonish’d with this deadly deed. 
Stood Collatine and aB his lordly crew ; 

Tin Lucrece’ father, that beholds her bleed, 
Himself on her self-slaughter’d body threw ; 

Anri feom the purple fountaiu Brutus drew 
The mnrdffljous knife, and, as it left the place, 
, Her blood, in ]^r revenge, held it in chase -; 


LUOBEOE/ 


337 ’ 


And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide 
In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side, 

Who, like a late-sack’d island, vastly stood . 

Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood. 

Some of her blood still pure and red remain’d, 
And^some look’d black, and that false Tarquin stain’d... 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood a watery rigoF^^ goes, ' 

Which seems to weep upon the tainted place : 

And ever since, as pitying Liicrece’ woes. 

Corrupted blood some watery token shows ; 

And blood untainted still doth red abide, 

Blushing at that which is so putrefied. 

Daughter, dear daughter,” old Lucretius cries, 

‘f That life was mine which thou hast here depriv’d.. 

If in^the child the father’s image lies, 

Where shall I live now Lucrece is unliv’d ? 

Thou wast not to this end from me deriv’d. 

If children pre-decease progenitors, 

We are their offspring, and they none of ours. 

Poor broken glass, I often did behold 
In thy sweet semblance my old age new born ; 

But now that fresh fair mirror, dim and old, 

Shows me a bare-bon’d death by time outworn : 

0, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn, 

And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass, 

That I no more can see what once I was. 

0 time, cease thou thy course, and last no longeiv 
If they surcease to be that should survite. 

Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger, 

And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ? 

The old bees die, the young possess their. .hive : 

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, ahd see 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee.’”. 



Tlie one dotli call her his, the other his, 

Tet neither may possess the claim they lay- 
The father says “ She’s mine.” “ 0, mine she is, 
Replies her hnshand : “ do not take away 
My sorrow’s interest ; let no mourner say 
He weeps for her, for she was only mine, 

And only must be wail’d by Collatine.” 
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By this, starts Collatine as from a dream. 

And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place ; 

And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face. 

And counterfeits to die with her a space ; ■ 

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath. 
And live to be revenged on her death. -• 


The deep vexation of his inw'ard soul 
Hath serv’d a dumb arrest upon his tongue ; 
Who, mad that sorrow should his use control. 

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long. 
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng 
Weak words, so thick come in his poor heart’s 
That no man could distinguish what he said. 


aid. 


Met sometime “ Tarquin” was pronounced plain. 
But through his teeth, as if the name he tore.^ 

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain. 

Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it more ; 

At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er : ^ 

Then son and father weep with equal strife 
Who should weep most, for daughter or for wife. 
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Bmtus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ side, 
Seeing such emulation in their woe, 

Began to clothe his wit in state and pride, 

Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s show. 

He with the Romans was esteemM so 
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings, ?. 

For sportive words and uttering foolish things : 

But now he throws that shallow habit by, 
Whereindeeppolicydidhimdisgnise; 

And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly, 

To check the tears in Collatinus’ eyes. 

^^Thou wronged lord of Rome,” quoth he, '"arise: 

Let my unsounded self, suppos’d a fool, 

Now set thy long-experienc’d wit to school. 

Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe ? 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous deeds 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow 

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds ? 

Such childish humour from weak minds proceeds : 

Thy wretched wdfe mistook the matter so, 

To slay herself, that should have slain her foe. 

"Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 
In such relenting dew of lamentations ; 

But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part. 

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations, 

That they will suffer these abominations. 

Since Rome herself in them doth stand disgrac’d, 

By our strong arms from forth her fair streets chas’d. 

" Now, by the Capitol that we adore, 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d, 

By heaven’s fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s store. 

By all our country rights in Rome maintain’d, 

And by chaste Lucrece’ soul that late complain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife. 

We will revenge the death of this true wife.” 



luceece. 

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast, 

And kiss’d the fatal Imife, to end his vow ; ^ 

And to his protestation urg’d the rest, 

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow : 

Then jointly to the gi'ound their knees they bow 
And that deep vow, which Brutus made before, 

He doth again repeat, and that they swore: 

When they had sworn to this advised doom. 

They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence ; 

To show her bleeding body thorough Eome, 

And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence : 

Which being done with speedy diligence. 

The Romans plausibly did give consent 
To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment. 
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P. 287. (i) From the hesiegM ATdeaaUin^ostj*^ 

“Tliis line is nsnally printed 

From the ’besiege a Ardea all impost F 

But Sliakespe^re was acquainted with the proper quantity of the name, Ardea : 
^afterwards, p. 325, we find 

“ xit Ardea to my lord with more than haste.” 

P. 288. (2) “ Virtite would stain that o^er with silver white*^\ 

Mr. Knight prints 

Virtue would stain that or with silver white 

and observes, “The original has ore [the later old eds. “o’re,” ie. o’er]# 
Malone has suggested, hut he does not act upon the suggestion, that * the 
word intended was perhaps or, i. e. gold, to which the poet compares the deep 
.colour of a blush.’ We have no doubt whatever of the matter.” — For my own 
part, I have the greatest doubt of it. Malone’s remark, that with the old 
reading, “ tlie passage is not reducible to grammar, — ^Virtue would stain 
«^e. o’er with silver white,” goes for nothing. , 

P. 291. {3) “ That what they have not, that which they possess, 

“ The ed. of 1616 reads * That oft they have not that which they possess,’ 
.&c.” Malone. — ^hlr. Staunton proposes “ For they have wot,” <fcc. ; which 
is given by the Cambridge Editors (O?o&c 

P.296. (4) “necZd” ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ * 

"The old eds. have “ needle.” See note 59 on Mldsuimw'’‘NighVs Fream, 

P. 297. {5) “ tJd eternal power 

And theif^ 

rSo we have several times had “ heaven^'' used as plural : see note 90 on Othello* 

P. 297. (6) “ the silver moonF 

Walker “cannot help thinking that Shakespeare must have written ^thw 
silver moon’ ” {Crit. Exam, &;o, vol. ii. p. 232). 

P. 303. (7) 

Malone substitutes “ Look.” 


“But” 
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[notes.- 


P. 303. (8) 

Waiker {Crit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 223) would read “ Ms.” 


P. 309. (9) thy onisty vapours'^ 

The quarto, ky an eTident error of the press, reads musty. Tlie subsequent: 
cojpies iiave mfsiJ?/. So, before; 

‘ Muster tliy 7nists to meet tlie eastern liglit.’ ^ 

Again; 

^ misty night 


Covers tbe shame that follows such delight.’ ” Maloi^e ; 


who might have cited from Venus and AdoJiis, see p. 245, 


“ Like misty vaiwurs when they hlot the sky 


a line which had escaped Mr. Collier’s recollection, when, defending the earliest 


reading here, he observed, “ ‘ Misty vapours’ is mere tautology, since vapours 
are necessarily misty. Gf all authors, perhaps, Shakespeare is least guilty 


of this fault.” 


P. 310. (10) Feast-fmdiny minstrels SsQ. 

Why Walker {Crit. Exam. &:c. vol. iii. p. 364) should question the correctness 
of the text here, I cannot understand. 


P.314, (ii) 

See note 8 on Cynibeline. 

P. 323. (12) ^niiW' 

i.e. held. See Glossary. 

P, 331. (13) “so hegulVd'^ 

Malone’s alteration ; which the context seems to confirm. — The old eds. have- 
“ to begidld.'^ 

P. 334. (14.) “ With .... wreathed arms acrosSf^^ 

The old eds. have With .... wretched arms across.^^ — “Bead ‘Whth 
ivreatlied aims across’ {L e. ‘ with arms wreathed across,’ the Latinized 
construction so frequent in our old poets). Compare Lovers Labour's losty 
iv. 3; 

* You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Bid never sonnet for her sake compile, 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving hosom, to keep down his heart V 

Peele, and! Byce, second ed;, vol. ii. p. 29 [p. 470, ed. 1861];; 

* And, in the gates and entrance of my heart, ^ 

Sadness, with wrmthedarmt hangs her complaint.’ 



JTOTES.] LUOBECE. ■ 

Eletcher, Faithful Shepherdess, iii. 1 , Moson, vol. i. p. 273, coL 2 ; 

* An iioiir together under yonder tree 
He sat luith wreathed arms and call’d on thee.’ ” 

Walker’s Grit. Fxain. &c. yoI. i. p. 292. — It has been already shown that in 
The T 2 VO Noble Kinsmen, p. 181 of the present volume, instead of “ toreath'^ 
the old eds. have “ wreake” and “ wreak.” 

P. 336. (i 5 f 

Walker {Grit. Fxam. &o. vol. ii. p. 282) would read “ Her.” 

P. 337. (i 6 ) “ n/;or’ 

In a note on The Sec. Fart of King Henry IV. act iv. sc. 4, where the word 
occurs, Mr. Collier, in the second edition of his Shakespeare, writes as follows ; 

Rigor means a circle. I know not (observes Steevens) that it is used by 
any author but Shakespeare, who introduces it likewise in his ‘ Lucrece’ [in 
the present passage] . . .’*W-e also find in Middleton (Works, by Dyce, v. 536) 
the expression ‘ toriggle-ejed daniosel,’ as the editor spells it (it is rigle-ejde 
in the original), and as if he meant that the gM’s eyes wandered, or vrriggled, 
to and fro, when all that is intended is to call her roi67id-eyed. The Rev. Mr. 
Dyce must have certainly forgotten the ‘ golden rigoP of ‘ Henry IV. Pt. ii.,’ 
as well as t^e ‘ watery rigoP of our poet’s ‘ Lucrece.’ We are confident that 
** lie has too much taste and judgment ever to repeat the error.” 

Sure enough Mr. Collier’s “ taste and judgment” were in abeyance when 
he penned the above note. 

The passage of Middleton, which occurs in a prose inece entitled The 
Block Book, is this ; “ Let no young loriggle-ojod damosel, if her years have 
struck twelve once, be left unassaulted, but it must be thy office to lay hard 
siege to her honesty, and to try if the wails of her maidenhead may be scaled 
with a ladder of angels ; for one acre of such wenches will bring in more at 
year’s end than a hundred acres of the best harrowed land between Deptford 
and Dover — where “ rigle-ejde {wriggle-ej^d) damosel” evidently means 
“ damsel with I'oUing or roving eyes.” 

Tfiat such a compound as rig Qheyed'^^== circle-eyed, round-eyed, would 
suggest itself to any miter, is the height of improbability; and, even sup- 
posing that there was such a word, who ever heard of round-eyed 
damosel” ? 

P. 339. ( 17 ) 

“ 1)0 wounds hell) voounds, or grief help grievous deeds V' 

Walker {Grit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 278) would read “Da wowids heal 
woundsF See. 
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Fbom fairest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beauty’s rose might never die, 

But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory : 

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, 
Beed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel 
Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too crueL 
Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament, 
And only herald to the gaudy spring, 

Within thine own bud buriest thy content, 

And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding. 
Pity the world, or else this glutton be, 

To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee. 
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When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field, 

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now, 

Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held : ^ 

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies, 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, — 

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deserv’d thy beauty’s use, 

If thou couldst answer — This fair child of mine 
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,” — 
Proving his beauty by succession thine ! 

This were to be new made wdien thou art old, 

And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold, 


Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest 
Now is the time that face should form another ; 
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest, 

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother 
Por where is she so fair whose unear’d womb 
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry ? 

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb 
Of Ms self-love, to stop posterity ? 

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee 
Calls hack the lovely April of her prime : 

^ So thou through windows of thine age shalt see. 
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time. 

But if thou live, remember’d not to be, 

' Die single, and thine image dies with thee^ 
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IV. 

IJiitlirifty loveliness^, wiiy dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? 

Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend 
And> being frank, she lends to those are free. 

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse ^ 

The bounteous largess given thee to give ? 

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live ? 

For having traffic with thyself alone. 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone, 

What acceptable audit canst thou leave ? 

Thy unus’d beauty must be tomb’d with thee, 

Which, usM, lives th’ executor to be.^^^ 

■ ■ 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 

Will play the tyrants to the very same, 

And that unfair which fairly doth excel ; 

For never-resting time leads summer on 
To hideous winter and confounds him there ; 

Sap check’d with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone, 
Beauty o’ersnow’d, and bareness every where : 

Then, were not summer’s distillation left, 

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft, 

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was : 

But flowers distiil’d, though they with winter meet, 
Leese but their show ; their substance still lives sweet. 
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Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface 
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d : 

Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou some place 
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d. 

That use is not forbidden usury, 

Which happies those that pay the willing loan ; 

That’s for thyself to breed another thee. 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one 
Ten times thyself were happier than thou art, 

If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee : 

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart, 
Leaving thee living in p,osterit;y^ ? 

Be not self- will’d, for thou art much too fair 
To be death’s conquest, and m-ake worms thine heir 


VII. 


Lo, in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, 
Serving with looks his sacred majesty ; 

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hill, 
Eesemblxng strong youth in his middle age, 

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 
Attending on his golden pilgrimage ; 

But when from highmost pitch, with v/eary car. 
Like feeble age, he reeieth from the day. 

The eyes^. fore duteous, now converted are 
From his tract, and look another way : 

_ - ; So .thyself outgoing ►in ,thl '^oon, ^ 

■’/’’FMcififi oh diest, unless, son. ' 




A.- . 
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Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly ? 

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy. 

Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly, 
Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy ? 

If the true concord of well-tunM sounds, \ 

By unions married, do offend thine ear,. 

They do hut sweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst hear. . 
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering ; 

Resembling ske and child and happy mother, 

Who, all in one, one pleasing mote do sing : 

Whose speechless' song, being many, seeming one,. 
Sings this to thee, thou single wilt prove none.’’ 


IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow^s eye 

That thou consum'st thyself in single life ? 

■ Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife ; 

The world will be thy widows, and still weep 
^ That thou no form of thee hast left behind, 

When every private widow well may keep, 

By children''s eyes, her husband’s shape in mind. 
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend 
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it ; 

, But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end, / 

.. And kept unus’d, the user so destroys it. ; ' / : . . .. 
, , iS*o love toward others in that bosom sit^/ ' 

.r That on himself siicTi torderous shame' oohimits. 
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For shame ! deny that thon bear'st loYe to any, 

Who for thyself art so unprovident. 

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many,^ 

But that thou none lov’st is most cYident ; 

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate, 

That ’gainst thyself thou stick’ st not to conspire, 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate, 

Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 

0, change thy thought, that I may change my mind ! 
Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love ? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind, 

Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prove : 

Make thee another self, for love of me, 

That beauty still may live in thiiie or thee* ' 


As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest 
In one of thine, from that which thou departest ; 

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest 
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth couYertest. 
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase ; 

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay : 

If all were minded so, the times should cease, 

And threescore year would make the world away. 

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store, 
Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish : 

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the^®^ more ; 
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish : 

She carv’d thee for her seal, and meant thereby ‘ 

: Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die. 
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XII. - 

* ■ ■■ . • 

When I do count the clock that tells , the time, 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night | 

When behold the violet past prime, 

And sable curls alh^ silver’d o’er with white ; 

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves, 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 

And summer’s green, all girded up in sheaves, 

Borne on the bier with -white and bristly beard ; 

Then of thy beauty do I question make. 

That thou among the wastes of time must go, 

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake, 

And die as fast as they see others grow; 

And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence 
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence. 



XIII. 


0, that 3 "ou were yourself! but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live : 

Against this coming end you should prepare, 

And your sweet semblance to some other give. 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease 
'Find no determination ; then you were 
Yourself again, after yourself’s decease, 

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear. 
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay, 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold 
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day, 

And barren rage of death’s eternal cold ? 

0, none but unthrifts : — dear my love, you know 
You had a father ; let your son say so* 
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Not from tie stars do I my judgment pluck; 

And yet metiinks I liave astronomy, 

But not to tell of good or evil luck, 

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons^ quality ; 

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell, 

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind, 

Or say with princes if it shall go well, 

By oft predict that I in heaven find : 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive. 

And, constant stars, in them I read such arfc, 

As truth and beauty shall together thrive. 

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert ; 

Or else of thee this I prognosticate, — 

Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date, 


When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment, 

That this huge stage presenteth naught but shows 
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment ; 
When ! perceive that men as plants increase, 
Cheered and check’d even by the self-same sky. 
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height detsrease. 
And wear their brave state out of memory ; 

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you 'most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 

To change your day of youth to sullied night ; 

^ And, all in war with Time, for love of you. 

As he takes from you, I engraft you new. . , 
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But wherefore do not yon a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time ? 

And fortify yourself in your decay 

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme ? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours ; 

And many maiden gardens, yet unset, 

With virtuous wish would bear your^^^ living flowers, 
Much liker than your painted counterfeit : 

So should the lines of life that life repair, 

Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen. 

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair. 

Can make you^live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps yourself still ; 

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill. 


XVIL 

Who will believe my verse in time to come. 

If it were fill’d mth your most high deserts ? 

Though yet, heaven loiows, it is but as a tomb 
Which hides your life, and shows not half your parts. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in fresh numbers number all your graces, 

^ The age to come would say, This poet lies. 

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.” 
So should my papers, yellow’d with their age, 

Be scorn’d, like old men of less truth than tongue ; 
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage. 

And stretched metre of an antique song : 

But w^ere some child of yours alive that time, 

You should live twice, — in it, and in my rhyme. 
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day ? ' 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 

Eongh winds do shake the darling bnds of May^ 
And ^nmmer’s lease hath all too short a dato : 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d ; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance, or nature’s changing course, nntrimm’d 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest : 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see. 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 


XIX. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 

And make the earth devour^^^^ her own sw^eet brood : 
Pluck ‘the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws, 
And burn the long-liv’d phoenix in her blood ; 

Make .glad tod sorry seasons as thou fleets. 

And do whatever thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 

To the wide world and all her fading sweets ; 

But I forbid thfee one most heinous crime : 

0, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow, 
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen ; 
Him in thy course untainted do allow 
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong. 
My love shall in my verse ever live young. 
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A woman’s face, witli Nature’s own hand painted, 

Hast thon, tlie master-mistress of my ;|assion ; 

A woman’s gentle heart, hut not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion ; 

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling, 
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;, 

A man in hue ail hues in his controlling, 

"V^Tiich steals men’s eyes, and women’s souls amazeth. 
And for a woman wert thou first created ; 

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting, 

And by addition me of thee defeated, 

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 

But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure, 
Mine be thy loTe, and thy love’s use their treasure. 


So is it not with me as with that Muse 
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse, 

Wlio heaven itself for ornament doth use, 

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 

Making a couplement of proud compare, , 

With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems, 
With April’s first-born flowers, and alb things rare 
That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems. 

0, let me, true in love, but truly write, 

And then believe me, my love is as fair 
As any mother’s child, though not so bright 
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air : 

Let them say more that like of hearsay well ; 

I will not praise that pm^pose not to sell. 
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My glass shall not persuade nae I am old, 

So long as youth and thou are of one date ; 

But when in thee time’s furrows I . behold, 

Then look I death my days should expiate. t 
F or all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me : 
How can I, then, he elder than thou art ? 

0, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will;- 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary . 
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slaiT^ ; 
Thou gav st me thine, not to give back again. 


SXIII. 


As ah unperfect actor on the stage, ' 

Who with his fear is put besides his part. 

Or some fierce thing replete with , too much rage, 
I?7^ose strength s abundance weakens his own heart ; 
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say . , ■ 

The perfect Ceremony of love’s rite, ■ 

And in mine own love's strength seem to decay, 

0 ercharg’d with burden of mine own love’s might. 

0,. let my hooks be, then^the eloquence ^ 

And dumb presagers, of my speaking hrehk; , 

WBq plead f6f Io.ve,- and look for ifecoihpense. 

Mom than that tcHiguethat mordhath more 'express’d 
^ 0,.learn ^ jread what silent love hath Wit.: ' 

. /^o hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine mt. ' ' 
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Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath stelFd 
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart ; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held, 

And perspective it is best painter’s art. 

For through the painter must you see his skill, 

To find where your true image pictur’d lies ; 

. WHich in my bosoin’s shop is hanging still, 

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done : 
Mine eyes, have drawn thy shape, and thine for me 
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ; 

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art. 

They draw but what they see, know not the heart. ^ 


Let those who are in favour with their stars 
Of public honour and proud titles boast, 

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 
Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most. 

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread 
'But as the marigold at the sun’s eye ; 

* And in theiuselves their pride lies buried, . 

For at a frown they in their glory die. 

The painful warrior famoused for fight, 

After a thousaiid victories once foil’d, 

,;Js from the booh of honour razM quite, 

And all the rest f6rgot for which he'-toil’d : 

Thfen: 'h^gpy I, that love and am belov’d- ^ 
.%h^re i,may not remove nor he remov’d. 


SONNETS. 



XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit, ■ 

To thee I send this written embassage, 

To witness duty, not to show my wit : 

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine 

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it, 

But that I hope some good conceit of thine 
In thy souks thought, all naked, will bestow it ,* 

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving, 

Points on me graciously with fair aspect. 

And puts apparel on my tatter’d lovingj^ 

To show me worthy of thy^®^ sweet respect : 

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee ; 

Till then not show my head where thou may st prove me. 


XXVII. 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed. 

The dear repose for limbs with travel tir’d ; 

But then begins a journey in my head, 

To work my mind, when body’s work ’s expir’d : 

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide, 
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 

Looking on darkness which the blind do see : 

Save that my 'soul’s imaginary sight 
Presents thy^^^ shadow to my sightless view, 

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night, 

Makes black night beauteous, and her old face new. 
Lo, thus, by day my limbs, hy night my mind, 
r \ ^ For thee' and for myself no q^uiet find. 






SONKEm 



xxvin. 

How can 1 , then, return in happy plight, 

That am cleharr’d the benefit of rest ? 

When clay’s oppression is not eas’d by night, 

But’day by night, and night by day, oppress’d ? 

And each, though enemies to either’s reign, 

Bo in consent shake hands to torture me ; 

The one by toil, the other to complain * 

How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 

I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright, 

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven : 

So flatter I ihe swart-complexion’d night ; 

When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild’st the even. 
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer, 

. And night doth nightly make grief’s strength seem 

1/ stronger. 



'\^Tien, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

^ I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries. 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur’d like him, like him with friends possess’d, 
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, — and then my state, 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 
. ^ From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven^ gate ; 

f- ' For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings, 

That then I scorn to change my .state with kings. 
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XXX. 


When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste : 
Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow. 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night, 
And weep afresh love’s long-since-cancell’d woe. 
And moan th’ expense of many a vanish’d sight ; 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moap. 

Which I new pay as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

All losses are restor’d, and sorrows end. 


XXXI. 


Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 

Which I by lacking have supposed dead; 

And there reigns love, and all love’s loving parts, 
And all those friends which I thought buried. ■ 
How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear-religious love^^^ stol’n from mine eye, 
As interest of the dead, which now ajDpear 
But things remov’d, that hidden in thee^^^) , 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, 
Hung with the trophies of my "lovers gone, 

Who all their parts of me to thee did give'; 

That due of many now is thine aione : ^ 

Their images I lov’d 1 ^iewin thee, - 
And thou, ah they,, hast all the all of me. . 



XXXIII. 

Full many a glorious morning liaye I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy ; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
.With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 

Stealing unseen to w^est with this disgrace 
Even so my sun one early morn did shine 
With all-triumphant splendour on my brow ; 

But, put, alack ! he. was but one hour mine, 

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this xny love no whit disdaiheth ; 

Suns of the world ma^ stain when heaven’s sun staineth. 


If thou survive my well-contented day, 

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover, 
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, — 

Compare them with the bettering of the time. 

And though they be outstripp’d by every pen, 

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme, 

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

0, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought, — 

Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age, 

A dearer birth 'than this his love had brought, 

To march in ranks of better equipage : 

But since he died, and poets better prove, 

Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.” 
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SXXIY. 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, 

And make me travel forth without my cloak, 

To let base clouds overtake me in my way, 

Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ? 

’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break, 
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 

F or no man well of such a salve can speak 
That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace : 
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; 

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss : 

Th’ offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief 
To him that bears the strong offence’s cross/^^ 

Ah, but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds, 
And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds. 


XXXY. 

No more be griev’d at that which thou hast done : 
Eoses have thorns, and silver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun, 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 

. All men make faults, and even I in this, 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 

Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss, 

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are 

■ . For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 

Thy adverse party is thy advocate, — 

„ And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence : 

, Such civil war is in my love and hate, 

^ “ accessary needs must-Mv , • ■* 
;■ - , ■ To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me. 




SONNETS- 


XXXVI.- ' 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 
Although our unclmded loves are one : 

So shall those blots that do with me remain. 
Without thy help, by me be borne alone. 

In our two loves there is but one respect, 
Though in our lives a separable spite, 

Which though it alter not love’s sole effect, 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight, 
I may not evermore aclmowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame ; 
Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 
Unless thou take that honour from thy name : 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort, 

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 


XXXYII. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his active child do deeds of youth, 

So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite. 

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth ; 
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit, 

Or any of these all, or all, or more, 

Entitled in thy^^^^ parts do crowned sit, 

I make my love engrafted to this store : 

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis’d, 
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance gi 
That I in thy abundance am suffic’d, 

And by a part of all thy glory live. 

Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee : 
This wish I have ; then ten times happy me ! 



0, how thy worth with manners may I sing. 

When thou art all the better part of me ? 

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring ? 
And what is ’t but mine own when I praise thee ? 
Even for this let us divided live, 

And our dear love lose name of single^ one. 

That by this separation I may give 
That due to thee which thou deserv’st alone. 

0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove, 
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, — 
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth^^^^ deceive,* 
And that thou teachest how to make one twain, 
By praising him here who doth hence remain ! 
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XXXVIII. 


How can my Muse want subject to invent, 

While thou dost breathe, that poiir’st into my verse 
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse ? . 

0, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 

For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee, 

When thou thyself dost give invention light ? 

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth 
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate; 

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 

If my slight Muse do please these curious days, 
The pain he mine, but thine shall he the praise. 
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Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all ; 
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before ? 
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call; 
All mine was thine before thou hadst this more. 
Then, if for my love thou my love receivest, 

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest ; 

But yet be blam’d, if thou thyself^^®^ deceivest 
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest, 

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, 

Although thou steal thee all my poverty ; 

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury. 
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows, 

Kill me with spites ; yet we must not be foes. 


Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 
When I am sometime absent from thy heart, 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits. 

For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
IPeauteous thou art, therefore to be assail’d ; 
And when a woman w^oos, what woman’s son 
Will sourly leave her till she^^^^ have prevail’d ? 
Ay me ! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear/' 
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth, 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forc’d to break a twofold truth, * 
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 
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XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief, 

And yet it may be said I loT’d her dearly ; 

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye 
Thou dost- love her, because thou know’st I love her 
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her. 

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain, 

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss ; 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 

And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 

But here's the joy,— my friend and I are one ; 
Sweet flattery ! — then she loves but me alone. 


XLIII. 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see, 

Por all the day they view things unrespected ; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee, 

And, darkly bright, are bright in dark directed. 

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright, 
How would thy shadow’s form form happy show ^ 

To the clear day with thy much clearer light. 

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so ! 

How would;, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 
By looking on thee in the living day, 

When in dead night thy^^^^ fair-imperfect shade 
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay ! 

AU days are nights to see till I see thee, 

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee 
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XLIV. 


If tlie dull substance of my flesh were thought^ 
Injurious distance should not stop my way ; 

For then, despite of space, I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 

No matter then although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth remov’d from thee ; 

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land, 
As soon as think the place where he would be. 
But, ah, thought kills me, that I am not thought. 
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone. 
But that, so much of earth and water wrought, 

I must attend time’s leisure with my moan ; 
Receiving naught by elements so slow 
But heavy tears, badges of either’s woe : 


SLY. 


The other two, slight air and purging fire. 

Are both with thee, wherever I abide ; 

The first my thought, the other my desire. 

These present-absent with swift motion slide. 

F or when these quicker elements are gone 
-In tender embassy of love to thee, 

My life, being made of four, with two alone 
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melancholy 
Until life’s composition be recur’d 
By those swift messengers return’d from thee, 
Who even but now come back again, assur’d 
Of thy^^^ fair health, recounting it to me : 

This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad, 

I send them back again, and straight grow sad. 
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XLYI. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war. 

How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 

Mine eye my heart thy^^^^ picture’s sight woujd bar 
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,— 
A closet never pierc’d with crystal eyes, — 

But the defendant doth that, plea deny, 

And says in him thy fair appearance lies. * 

To cide this title is impanneled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart ; 

And by their verdict is determine 
The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part : 
As thus, — mine eye’s due is thy outward part, 
And my heart’s right thy inward love of heart. 


XLVII. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took. 

And each doth good turns now unto the other : 
When that mine eye is famish’d for a look, 

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother, 
With my Idve’^ picture then fny eye doth feast, 
And to the painted banquet bids my heart ; 

■ pother time mine eye is my heart’s guest, 

And'in his thoughts of love doth share a part : 

So, either by thy picture, or my love, 

Thyself away art present still with me; 

Bor thou not farther than my thoughts canst move, 
And I am still with them, and they with thee; 

Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight 
^ , Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight. 
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XLVIII. 


How careful was I, when I took my way, 

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust, 

That to my use it might unused stay 
Erom*hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust ! 

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, 

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief, 

Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care. 

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief. 

Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest, 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art, 
Within the gptle closure of my breast. 

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part ; 

And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, I fear, 

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 


XLIX. 


Against that time, if ever that time come, ^ 
When I shall see thee frown on my defects, 
Whenas thy love hath cast his utmost sum, 

Call’d to that audit by advis’d respects; 

Against that , time w-hen thou shalt strangely pass,- 
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye, , 
When love, converted from the thing it was, . ; 

Shall reasons find of settled gravity,— 




Against that time do I ensconce 'me here 


Within the knowledge of mine own desert. 

And this my hand against myself uproar, , „ " 

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part : 

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws, 
Since why to love I can allege no cause. 
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How heavy do I journey on the way, 

When what I seek — my weary traveks end — 

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say, 

''Thus far the miles are measur’d from thy friend !” 
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe. 

Plods dully^^^^ on, to bear that weight in me, 

As if by some instinct the wretch did know 
His rider lov’d not speed, being made from thee : 
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on 
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide ; 

Which heavily he answers with a groap. 

More sharp to me than spurring to his side ; 

For that same groan doth put this in my mind,— 
My grief lies onward, and my joy behind. 


Thus can my love excuse the slov/ offence 
Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed ; 

From where thou art why should I haste me thence ? 
Till I return, of posting is no need. 

0, what excuse will my poor beast then find, 

Wken swift extremity can seem but slow ? 

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind, 

In, winged speed no motion shall I know : 

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace ; 
Therefore desire, of perfect’st<27> love being made, 
Shall neigh— no dull flesh— in his fiery race ; 

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade, — 

Since from thee going he went wilful-slow, 

; Towards thee I’ll run, and give him leave to go. 




SONNSXS. 


So am I as the ricli,. wliose HessM key 
Can bring Mm to Ms sweet np-locked treasure, 
The which he will not every hour survey, 

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. 
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare. 

Since, seldom coming, in the long year set. 

Like stones of worth they thinly placed 'are, 

Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you, as my chest. 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, 

To make somjP special instant special-blest, 

By new unfolding Ms imprison’d pride. 

Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope, 

Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope. 


What is your substance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of strange shadows on you tend ? 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 

And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set, 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new : 

Speak of the spring, and foison of the year ; 

The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 

The other as your bounty cloth appear ; 

And you in every blessed shape we know. 

In all e^cternai grace yon have some part, 

But you like none, none yoUj for constant heart. 



SONNETS. 


0, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem 
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give ! 

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem. 

Bor that sweet odour which doth in it live. ^ 

The canker-blooms haye full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tincture of the roses, 

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly 
When summer’s breath their maskM buds discloses : 
But, for their virtue only is their show. 

They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade ; 

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made : 

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 

When that shall vade, by verse^^s) 


Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme; 

But you shall shine more bright in these contents 
Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time. 
When wasteful war shall statues overturn. 

And broils root out the work of masonry. 

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn 
Ihe living record of your memory. 

Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 

Shall you pace forth; your praise shaH still find room 

Jiven in the eyes of all posterity 

That wear this world out to the ending doom. 

So, tiU the judgment that yourself arise, 

, You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 
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LVI. 

Sweet love^ renew thy force ; he it not said 
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, 

Which but tO“day by feeding is allay’d, 

To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might : 

So, loYe, be thou ; although to-day thoii fill 
Thy hungry eyes eyen till they wink with fullness, 
To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness. 

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new 
Come daily ta the banks, that, when they see 
Eeturn of love, more blest may be the view ; 

call it winter, which, being full of care. 
Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d, mo 
rare. 


LVII. 

Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
Upon the hours and times. .of .your desire ? 

I have no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, till you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world-without -end hour 
^ Wliilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you, 
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour 
When you have bid your servant once adieu ; 
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 
Save, where you are how happy you make those. 
So true a fool is love, that in your will, 
Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill. 
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LVIII. 

That god forbid that made me first your slaye, 

I should in thought control your times of pleasure^ 
Or at your hand th’ account of hours to crave, 
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure f 
0, let me suffer, being at 3 ^our beck, 

Th' imprison’d absence of your liberty ; 

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check, 
Without accusing you of injury. 

Be where you list, your charter is so strong, 

That you yourself may privilege your time 
To Avhat you will ; to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime 
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell ; 

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or AvelL 


LIX. 

If there be nothing new, but that Avhich is 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguil’d, 
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burden of a former child ! 

0, that record could with a backward look. 

Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 

Show me your image in some antique book. 
Since mind at first in character was done ! 

That I might see what the old world could say 
To this composed wonder of your frame ; 
Whether we’re mended, or wher better they, 

Or whether revolution be the same. 

, 0, sure I am, the wits of former days 

To subjects Worse have given admiriasr nraise. 
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, , . LX. 

Like as the waves make towards the pehhled shore, 
So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 

Each changing place with that which goes before, 

In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 

Nativity, once in the main of light, 

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d, 
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight, 

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound. 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth, 

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow ,* 

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow : 

And yet, to times in hope my verse shall stand, 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand- 

LXI. 

Is it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night ? 

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight ? 

Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee 
^ So far from home into my deeds to pry, 

To find out shames and idle hours in me, 

The scope and tenour of thy jealousy ? 

0, no ! thy love, though much, is not so great : 

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake ; 

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat, 

To play the watchman ever for thy sake : 

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 
From me far off, with others all too near. 
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Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye, 

And all my soul, and ^1 my every part ; 

And for this sin there is no remedy. 

It is so grounded inward in my heart. 
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine, 

No shape so true, no truth of such account ; 
And for myself mine own worth do define, 
As I all other in all worths surmount. 

But when my glass shows me myself indeed; 
Beated^®^^ and chapp’d with tann’d antiquity, 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read ; 
Self so self-loving were iniquity. 

’Tis thee myself that for myself I praise, 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 


LXIII. 

Against my love shall be, as I am now, 

With Time’s injurious hand crush’d and o’erworn ; 
When hours have drain’d his blood, and fill’d his brow 
With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn 
Hath travell’d on to age’s steepy night ; 

And all those beauties whereof now he’s king 
Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight, 

Stealing away the treasure of his spring ; 

For such a time do I now , fortify 
Against confounding age’s cruel knife, 

That he shall never cut from memory 
My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life : 

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, 

And they shall live, and he in them still green. 



LXIV. 

When I have seen hy Time’s fell hand defac’d 
The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ; 

Wlien sometime lofty towers I see down-raz’d, 
And*brass eternal slave to mortal rage ; 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

And the firm soil win of the watery main, 
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store ; 
AThen I have seen such interchange of state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay ; 

Euin hath taught me thus to ruminate, — 

That Time will come and take my love away. 

This thought is as a death, which cannot choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 


Lxy. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea; 
But sad mortality o’ersways their power, 

How with this rage^^^' shall beauty hold a plea, 
Whose action is no stronger than a flower ? 

O, how shall summer’s honey-breath hold out 
Against the wreckful siege of battering days, 

AYhen rocks impregnable are not so stout. 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays ? 

0 fearful meditation ! where, alack, 

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid ? 
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back ? 
Or who his spoil of^^^^ beauty can forbid? 

0, none, unless this miracle have might, 

That m black ink my love may still shine bright. 



SONNETS. 


LXVT. 


Tir d with all these, for restful death I cry, 
.A.S, to hehold desert a heggar horn. 

And needy nothing trinim’d in jollity, 

And purest faith unhajjpily forsworn, 

And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d. 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted. 

And right perfection wrongfully disgrac’d. 
And strength by limping sway disabled. 
And art made tongue-tied by authority. 

And folly, doctor-lihe, controlling skill. 

And simple truth miscaU’d simplicity/ 

And captive good attending captain ill- 


Tif d wiih all these, from these would I be gone. 


Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 


EXVa, 

wherefore with infection should he live, 
And with his presence grace impiety, 
at sin by him advantage shoflld achieve. 
And lace itself with his society ^ 


A ^ T , , - , — ■ — 1> ™itate his cheek, 

^d steal dead seeing of his living hue ? 

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek' 

OTes of shadow, since his rose is true ^ 


For .he tea ^ 'r’ ' 

nd, proud of many, lives upon his m 

■ . •: . In ^ ^ wealth^ had 

l:f '* t, ' i i „ ® long, siace, before these last so' baf 






m" 



— 



TMe tiiis, — tliat thoE grow'. 


LXYIII. 


Thus is liis cheek the map of days outworn^ 
When beauty Ky’cI and died as flowers do now, 
Before these bastard signs of fair were born/^'^^ 
Or diii^t inhabit on a living brow ; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 

To live a second life on second head ; 

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay : 

In him those holy antique hours are seen, 
Without all ornament, itself, and true, 

Making no suuamer of another’s green, 
Bobbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 

And him as for a map doth Nature store, 

To show false Art what beauty was of yore. 


LXIS. 

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend ; 

All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due,^®®^ 
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 

Thy^^^^ outward thus with outward praise is crown’d ; 

But those same tongues, that give thee so thine own, 

In other accents do this praise confound 
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 

They look into the beauty of thy mind, ' ,, 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds ; 

Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind, 
, To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds, : 


SONNETS. 




That thou art blam’d shall not be thy defect, 
Tor slander s mark was ever yet the fair j 
The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heayen’s sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy*® worth the greater, being woo’d of time ; 
Tor canker vice the sweetest buds doth love. 
And thou present’st a pure unstained prime. 
Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of'young days, 
Eithei-^not aissail’d, or victor being charg’d ; 

Yet this thy' praise! can not be so thy praise. 

To tie up envy ’evermore enlarg’d; 

H some suspect of ill mask’d .not thy show, ' 
Then thou .alone, kingdords of hearts' ShouHst 


. LXXI. 


No longer mourp fbr me when -I am dead 
ihan you shall hear ‘the surly suUen bell 
we, warning to the world that I am fled 
Trom ais vile world, with vilest worms to dwe] 
^ay if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it ; for I love you so, 

4,7. V.“ thoughts would be forgot. 

If thmkmg on me then should make you woe. 
^it, 1 say, you look upon this verse’, 
en I perhaps compounded am with eldy. 

Do not so much as my poor name retearSe j , 
Dut let your love even with my life' decay : • 

Lest the wise world should look into you« mo: 
v , And mock you with me after I am: gone. '' 







SONNETS, 


LXXIL 

0, lest the world should task you to recite 
What raerit liv’d in me, that you should love 
After my death, — dear love, forget me quite, 

For you m me can nothing worthy prove ; 

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie, 

To do more for me than mine own desert. 

And hang more praise upon deceased' I * 

Than niggard truth would willingly impart : 

0, lest your true love may seem false in this, 

That you for love speak well of me untrue, 

My name be buried where my body is, 

And live no more to shame nor me* h*or you. 

For I am sham’d by that which I hring forth, 
And so' should you, to love things nothing worth, 


That time of year thou mayst h^bld 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang . 

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold. 

Bare ruin’d^^®^ choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west ; 

Which by and by black night doth take away. 

Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou, see'^st the glowing of such fire. 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Consum'd with that which it was nourish'd by* 

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong. 
To Jove' that welj which thou must leave ere long : 


SONHETS. 


LXXIV. 

But be contented ; when that fell arrest 
Without all bail shall carry me away, 

My life hath in this line some interest, 

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay*- 
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 
The very part was consecrate to thee : 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due ; 
My spirit is thine, the better part of me : 

So, then, thou hast but lost the dregs of life, 

The prey of worms, my body being dead ; 

The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife, 

^Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worth of that is that which it contains, 

And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

LXXV. 

So are you to my thoughts as food to life, 

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground ; 
And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found ; 
i^ow proud as air enjoyer, and anon „ 

Doubting the filching age will st^l his treasure; 
No^ counting be^t to be mth you alone, 

Then better’d that the world may see ifiy pleasure 
Sometime all fiill with feasting on your sight, 
And by and by^elean staryedTor a look ; 
Possessing or. pursuing no delight, 

Save what is had or must from you be took. 

Thus dp i pine and surfeit day by day, 

Or gluttoning #n all, -of^lWay. ^ ;V 



SONNETS. 


LXXVI. 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride, 

So far from variation or quick change ? 

Why, with the time, do I not glance aside 
To nw-found methods and to compounds strange ? 
Why write I still all one, ever the same, 

And keep invention in a noted weed. 

That every word doth almost telh^^^ my name, 
Showing their birth, and where^^^^ they did proceed ? 
'O, know, sweet love, I always write of you, 

And you and love are still my argument ; 

So all my best is dressing old words new, 

Spending again what is already spent : 

For as the sun is daily new and old, 

So is my love still telling what is told. 


Lxxvii. ; ‘ 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear, 

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ; 

The vacant leaves thy mind’s iinprint'will bear. 

And of this book this learning mayst thou taste. 

The Wrinkles which thy glass will tr^ly show, 

Of mouthfed graves will give thee memory; 

Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know 
Time’s thievish progress to eternity. 

Look, what thy memory can not contain, ^ 

Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find 
Those children nurs’d, deliver’d' from thy brainy 
■To take a new acquaintance of thy mitid. 

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,* 

' „ Shall profit thee,' and'mh'ch enrich Ihy hook. 




i 


. SONNETS. 


LXXVIII. 

So oft liave I inyok’d thee for my Muse, 

And found such fair assistance in my verse, 

As every alien pen hath got my use, 

And under thee their poesy disperse. 

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing,. 
Andlieavy ignorance aloft to fly, 

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing,^'^'^^ 

And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet be most proud of that which I compile. 

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee : 

In others’ works thou dost but mend the style, 
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be ; 

But thou art all my art, and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance. 


LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid, 

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace i 
But now my gracious numbers are decay’d, 

And my sick Muse doth give another place.. 

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen; 

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. 

He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word 
Prom thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give. 

And found it in thy cheek ; he Can afford 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.,. 

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,. 
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay. 



LXXXL 

Or I shall live your epitaph to make, 

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten ; 

From hence your memory death cannot take, 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortal life shall have, 

Though I, once gone, to ail the world must die : 

The earth can yield me but a common grave, 

When you entombed in men’s e^T-es shall lie. 

Your monument shall be my gentle verse. 

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read 
And tongues to be your being shall rehearse, , 

When all the breathers of this world are dead ; 

You still shall live, — such virtue *hath my pen, — 
Where breath most breatheS'— ^even in the mouths of 
man. 


SONNETS. 


LXXX. 

0, how I faint when I of you do write. 

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name, 

And in the praise thereof spends all his might. 
To .naake me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame ! 
But since your worth, wide as the ocean is, 

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, 

My saucy bark, inferior far to his, 

On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 

Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
While he upon your soundless deep doth ride ; 
Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat. 

He of tall building and of goodly pride : 

Then if he thrive, and I be cast away. 

The worst was this, — my love was my decay. 


SONNETS. 





I grant tlion wert not married to my Muse, 

And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue, 

Finding thy. worth a limit past my praise ; 

And therefore art enforc’d to seek anew 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 
And do so, love ; yet when they have devis’d 
What strained touches rhetoric can lend, 

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathiz’d- 
In true-plain words by thy true-telling friend ; 
And their gross painting might be better us’d 
Where cheeks need blood, — in thee it is abus’d, 


LXXXIII. 

I never saw that you did painting need, 

And therefore to your fair no painting set ; 

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 
The barren tender of a iDoet’s debt : 

And therefore have I slept in your report, 

That you yourself, being extant, well might show 
How far a modern quill doth come too short, 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
This silence for my sin you did impute. 

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ; 

For I impair not beauty, being mute, 

When others would give life, and bring a tomb. 

. There lives more life in one of your fair eyes 
Than both your poets can in praise devise. 







SONNETS. 


LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most ? which can say. more 
Than this rich praise — that you alone are you ? 
In whose confine immurM is the store 
Which should example where your equal grew*. 
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell 
That to his subject lends not some small glory; 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 
That you are you, so dignifies his story : 

Let him but copy what in you is writ. 

Not making worse what nature made so clear, 


And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 


Making his style admired every where. 

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse, 


Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse* 


LXXXV. 

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still, 
While comments of your praise, richly compil’d, 
Beserve their character with golden quill, 

And precious phrase by all the Muses fil’d. 

I think good thoughts, whilst other write good words. 
And, like unletter’d clerk, still cry Amen” 

To every hymn that able spirit affords, 

In polish’d form of well-refined pen. 

Hearing you prais’d, I say ’Tis so, ’tis true,” 

And to the most of praise add something more; > 

But that is in my thought, whose love to you, 
Though "words come hindmost, holds his rank before* 
Then others for the breath of words respect, — 

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect. 






SONNETS, 


Was it the proud full sail of his great verse, 
Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse, 
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew ? 
Wfis it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead ? 

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 

He, nor that affable familiar ghost 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As victors, of my silence cannot boast-; 

I was not sick of any fear from thence : 

But when your countenance fil’d up his line,^^®^ 
Then lack’d I matter ; that enfeebled mine. 


LXXXVII. 

Tarewell ! thou art too dear for my possessing, 

And like enough thou know’st thy estimate : 

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing ; 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting ? 

And for that riches where is my deserving ? 

The cause of this Mr gift in me is wanting, 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 

Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not knowing, 
Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaking ; 

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 

Gomes home again, on better judgment making. 

Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth fiatter, 

In sleep a king, but .waMng no such niatter. ' 


SOCKETS. 


39S 






Wlieii tlioii slialt be dispos’d to set me light, 

And place my merit in the eye of scorn, 

Upon thy side against myself I’ll fight, 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn. 
With mine own weakness being best acquainted, 
Upon thy part I can set down a story - 
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted ; 

That thou, in losing me, shalt win much glory : 
And I by this will be a gainer too; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee, 

The injuries* that to m3^self I do. 

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so belong. 

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. 




LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offence : 

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt, 
Against thy reasons making no defence. 

Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill, 

• To set a form upon desired change, 

As I’ll myself disgrace : knowing thy will, 

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange ; 
Be absent from thy walks ; and in my tongue 
Thy sweet-beloved name no more shall dwell, 
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong, 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 


For thee, against myself I’ll vow debate. 

For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate. 



SONNETS. 



Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ; 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross, 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, ^ 
And do not drop in for an after-loss : 

Ah,, do not, when my heart hath scap’d this sorro 
Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe ; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 

To linger out a purpos’d overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last. 

When other petty griefs have done their spite, 
But in the onset come : so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might ; 

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe. 
Compar’d with loss of thee will not seem so . 


Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 

Some in their wealth, some in their bodies’ force ; 
Some in their garments, though nevr-fangied ill ; 
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse 
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure, 

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest : 

But these particulars are not my measure ; 

All these I better in one general best. 

Thy love is better than high birth to me, 

Eicher than wealth, prouder than garments’ cost, 

Of more delight than hawks or horses he ; 

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast : 

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 
:: All this away, and me most wretched make. 


SONNETS. 


zcii. 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away. 

For term of life thou art assnrM mine ; 

And life no longer than thy loYe will stay, 

For it depends upon that love of thine, ' 

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs, , 
When in the least of them my life hath end. 

I see a better state to me belongs 
Than that which on thy humour doth depend : 
Thou eanst not yex me with inconstant mind, 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 

0, what a happy title do I find, 

Happy to have thy love, happy to die ! 

But what’s so blessM-fair that fears no blot ? 
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not : 


XCIII. 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true. 

Like a deceivkl husband; so love’s face 
May still seem love to me, though alter’d new ; 

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place : 

For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 

In many’s looks the false heart’s history 
Is wuit in moods and frowns and wuinkles strange 
But heaven in tliy creation did decree 
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell ; 
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be, 
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell. 
How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow. 

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show ! 



SONNETS. 


XCIV. 

They that have power to hurt and will do none. 
That do not do the thing they most do show, 
Who, moving others, are themselves as stoiie^, 
Unrnoved, cold, and to temptation slow ; 

They rightly -do inherit heaven’s graces, 

And husband nature’s riches from expense ; 

Thoy are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others, but stewards of their excellence. 

The summer’s Sower is to the summer sweet, 
Though to itself it only live and die; 

But if that Sower with base infectiommeet, 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity 

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds 
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds. 


xcv. 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame 
‘Wliich, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name ! 

0, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose ! 
That tongue that tells the story of thy days, 

, Making lascivious comments on thy sport, . 
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 
Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

O, what a mansion have those vices got 
Which for their habitation chose out thee, 
Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot. 

And all things turn to fair that eyes can ‘see ! 

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege ; 
; The hardest knife iU-us’d doth lose Ms edge. 



SONNETS. 


XCVL 

Some sajj tliy fault is youtli, some Avantouness ; 
Some say, tliy grace is youth and gentle sport; 
Both grace and faults are lov'd of more and. less : 
Thoii^ak'st faults graces that to thee resort.^ 

As on the finger of a throned queen - ; 

The basest jewel Avill be well esteem’d, • 

So are those errors that in thee are seen* 

To truths translated, and for true things deem’d. 
Hoav many lambs might the stern Avolf betray, 

If like a lamb he could his looks translate ! 

How many gazers mightst thou lead away, 

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state ! 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort, 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 


XCYII. 

Hoav like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year ! 

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen ! 
What old December’s bareness every where ! 

And yet this time remov’d was summer’s time; 

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase. 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 

Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease ; 

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit ; 

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou aivay, the very birds are, mute ; 

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a , cheer, 

That leaves look pale, dreading th^ mnter’s near* 



SONNETS. 


XCVIII. 

From you have . I been’ absent in the spring, 

.When prpud-pied April, dress’d in all his trim, 

Hath put a' spirit ,.of youth in every thing, 

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.^ 
et nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue, 

Could make me any summer’s story tell. 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew : 
Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 

They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 

Drawn after you, — ^you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 

As with your shadow I with these did play : 


The forward violet thus did I chide : — 

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells, 
If not from my love’s breath ? The purple pride. 

. Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells 
In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dy’d. 

The lily T' condemned for thy hand ; 

And buds of m^arjoraip had stol’n thy hair : 

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, 

bliishing shame,' another white despair ; 

A third, nor, red nor white, had storirof both, 

^ But, for ‘hm theft, in pride of all his giwth ' 

A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 



SONNETS. 


sm 


c. 

Where art then. Muse, tl^at thou forgett’st *so long 
To speak of that which gives thee- alLfhy might ? 
SpencTst thou thy fury on some worthless song, 
Darkening, thy power to lend base subjects light ?' 
Eeturn, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 
In gentle numbers time so idly spent ; 

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem, 

And gives thy pen both skill and argument. 

Eise, resty Muse, my lovers sweet face survey, 

If Time have any wrinlde graven there ; 

If any, be a satire to decay. 

And make Ti*me’s spoils despisM every where. 
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life ; 
So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked knife. 


Cl. 

O truant Muse, what shall be thy' amends 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy’d? 

Both truth and beauty on my love -depends ; 

So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 

Make answer, Muse ; wilt thou not haply say, 
Truth needs iioycolour, with his colour fi^s’d ; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay ;. , 

But best is best, if never intermix’d” ? ' - 

Because he needs ho praise,' wilt thou be dumb ? 
Excuse not silence so for’t lies in thee ;; 

To make him much outlive a gilded,, tombi ; 

And to be prais’d of age's yet to be. • 

Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee how ■ 
To make him, seem long, hence as b^;shows now. 



m 


SONNETS, 


GIL 

My love is strengtlien’d, tliougli more weak in seeming 
I love not less, thongh less tlie sliow appear : 

That love is merchandiz’d whose rich esteeming 
The owner’s tongue doth publish every where ^ 

Our love was new, and then but in the spring, ■ 

When I was wont to greet it with my lays ; 

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing. 

And stops her pipe^^^^ in growth of riper days : 

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night. 

But that wild music burdens every bough, 

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 
Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue, 
Because I would not dull you with my song. 


cm. 

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth. 

That having such a scope to show her pride. 

The argument, all bare, is of more worth 
Than when it hath my added praise beside ! 

0, blame me not, if I no more can write ! 

Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
That overgoes my blunt invention quite, 

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace. 

Were it not sinful, then, striving to mend, 

To mar the subject that before was well? 

For to no other pass my verses tend 
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell; 

And more, much inpre, than in my verse can sit. 
Your own glass shpws you when you look in it. 



SOl^NETS. 


CIV* 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were when first your eye I ey -d, 

Such, seems your beauty still. Three winters’ cold 
Haf e ifrom the forests shook three summers’ pride, 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d 
In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d. 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 

Ah, yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv’d ; 

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand, 
Hath motion,* and mine eye may be deceiv’d : 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred, — 
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead. 


CV. 

Let not my love be call’d idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol show, 

Since all alike my songs and praises be 
To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind, 

Still constant in a wondrous excellence ; 

Therefore my verse to constancy confin’d, 

One thing expressing, leaves out difference. 

Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument, — 

Fair, kind, and true, varying to other words ; 

And in this change is my invention spent, ' 

Three themes in one, which wqndrous scope affords. 
Fair, kind, and true, have often liv’d alone. 
Which three till now never kept seat in One. 




SOKKETS. 


Wlien in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wights. 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, " 
Then, in the blazon of street beraitv's best, . 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, , 

I see their antique ■pen would have, expresskl ■ , 

Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes, 

They had not sldlfi®^^ enough your worth to sing : 
For we, which now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to wonder, hut lack tongues to praise, 


evil. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 
Can yet the lease of my true love control, 

Suppos’d as forfeit to a confin’d doom. 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur’d, 

And the sad augurs mock their own presage ; 
Incertainties now crown themselves assur’d, 

And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes, 
Since, spite of him, I’ll live in this poor rhyme, 
While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes : 
And thou in this shalt find thy monument, 
When tyrants^ crests and 'tombs of brass are sp 
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CVIII. 

What’s in the brain, that ink may character, 

Which hath not figur’d to thee my true spirit ? 
What’s new to q^eak, what new to register/^^ 
Thatlnay express my loye, or thy dear merit ? 
Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers divine, 

I must each day say o’er the very same ; 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 

Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name. 

So that eternal love in love’s fresh case 
Weighs not the dust and injury of age, 

Nor gives to :&ecessary wrinkles place, 

But makes antiquity for aye his page ; 

Finding the first conceit of love thei*e bred, 

Where time and outward form would show it dead, 


0, never say that I was false of heart, 

Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify. 
As easy might I from myself depart 
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie 
That is my home of love : if I have rang’d. 
Like him that travels, I return again ; 

Just to the time, not with the time exchang’d,' 
So that myself bring water for my stain. 

Never believe, though in my nature reign’d 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 
That it could so preposterously be stain’d,' 

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good ; 

For nothing this wide universe I call, 

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou, art my aE. 



SONNET'S. 


Alas, ’tis true I have gone here and there, 

And made myself a motley to the view, 

Gor’d mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear 
Made old offences of affections new ; 

Most true it is that I have look’d on truth 
Askance and strangely : but, by all above, 

These blenches gave my heart another youth, 

And worse essays prov’d thee my best of love. 

Now all is done, have^^^^ what shall have no end : 

Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend,*. 

A god in love, to whom I am confin’d. 

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best, 
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast. 


CXI. 

0, for my sake do you with^^^^ Fortune chide. 

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds. 

That did not better for my life provide 
Than public means which public manners breeds, 
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand; 
And almost thence my nature is subdu’d 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand : 

Pity me, then, and wish I were renew’d; 

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infection ; 

,No bitterness that I will bitter think, 

Nor double penance, to correct correction. 

Pity me, then, dear friend, and I assure ye 
: Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 
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Your love and pity doth th' impression fill 
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow; 

For what care I who calls me well or iU, 

So ;yl)u o’er-green my bad, my good allow ? 

You are my all-the-world, and I must strive 
To know my shames and pi^aises from your tongue ; 
None else to me, nor I to none alive. 

That my steel’d sense’ or changes right or wrong.^^^^ 
In so profound abysm I throw all care 
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense’ 

To critic an^d to flatterer stopped are. 

Mark how with my neglect I do dispense : — 

You are so strongly in my purpose bred, 

That all the world besides methinks they’re^®®^ dead, 


CXIII. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind ; 

And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function, and is partly blind, 

Seems seeing, but effectually is out ; 

For it no form delivers to the heart 

Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch ; 

For if it see the rud’st or gentlest sight, 

The most sweet favour or deformed’ st creature, 
The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature : 
Incapable of more, replete with you, 

My most true mind thus maketh mine untrue.^®^^ 



Those lines that I before haye writ do lie, 

Even those that said I could not love you dearer : 
Yet then nay judgnaent knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer. 
But reckoning Time, whose million’d accidents 
Creep in ’twixt vows, and change decrees of kings. 
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents. 

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things 
Alas, why, fearing of Time’s tyranny. 

Might I not then say, “ Now I love you best,” 
When I was certain o’er ineertainty. 

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ? 

Love is a babe ; then might I not say so, 

: To give fuU growth to that which stiH doth grow 5 
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Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with you. 
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery ? 

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true. 

And that your love taught it this alchemy, 

To naake of monsters and things indigest 
Such cherubinAas your sweet self resemble. 
Creating every bad a perfect best. 

As fast as objects to. his beams assemble ? 

0, ’tis the first ; ’tis 'flattery in my seeing. 

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up ; 

Mine eye well knows what with his. gust is greeing. 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup : 

If it be poison’d, ’tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it, and doth first begin. 


CXV. 




Let me not to tlie marriage of true minds; 

Admit impediments. Loye is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or bhnds with the remoyer to remoye : 

0, no ! it is an eyer-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; * 

It is the star to every wandering hark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height he taken.^^^^ 
Love's not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 

Love alters |iot^with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me prov’d, 

I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d. 
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Accuse me thus : — that I have scanted all 
Wherein I should your great deserts repay ; 

Forgot upon your dearest love to call, 

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day ; 

That I have frequent been with unknown minds, 

"" And given to time your own dear-purchas'd right ; 
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Which should transport me farthest from your sight. 
Book both my wilfulness and errors down, ^ 

And on just proof surmise accumulate; 

Bring me within the level of your frown. 

But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate;.. 

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove 
The constancy and virtue of yatir love. ; . 


CXVL 
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CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen. 

With eager compounds we our palate urge ; 

As, to prevent our maladies unseen, 

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge 
Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweetness. 
To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding ; 

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 
To be diseas’d, ere that there was true needing. 
Thus policy in love, t’ anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults assur’d. 

And brought to medicine a healthful sfate, 

"Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cur’d: 
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true, 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 


CXIX. 

"V'i^a.t potions have I drunk of Siren tears, 

Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within, 
■Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears. 

Still losing when I saw myself to win ! 

^at wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never ' 
How have mine eyes out of theii- spheres been fitte 
In the distraction of this madding fever ! 

O benefit of ill ! now I find true 
That better is by evil still made better ; 

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew 

Grows famer than at first, more strong, far greater 

So I return- rebuk’d to my content, ■ 

■ / gain by ill«® thrice more than I have spent 
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CXX. 

That you were once unkind befriends me now, 

And for that sorrow wliicb I then did feel 
Needs must I under my transgression bow, 

UnlSss my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel. 

For if you were by my unkindness shaken, 

As I by yours, you’ve pass’d a hell of time ; 

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime. 

0, that our night of woe might have remember’d 
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits. 

And soon tg you, as you to me then, tender’d 
The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits ! 

But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me. 

CXXI. 

’Tis better to be vile than vile-esteem’d. 

When not to be receives reproach of being ; 

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deem’d 
Not by our feeling, but by others’ seeing : 

For why should others’ false-adulterate eyes 
Give salutation to my sportive blood ? 

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies, 

Which in their wills count bad what I think good ? 
No, — I am that I am ; and they that level 
At my abuses reckon up their own : 

I may be straight, though they themselves be bevel ; 
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown 
Unless this general evil they maintain, — 

All men are bad, and in their badness reign. 
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Tliy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character’d with lasting memory, 
Which shall above that idle rank remain, 
Beyond all date, even to eternity : 

Or, at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty, by nature to subsist ; 

Till each to raz’d oblivion yield his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 
That poor retention could not so much hold. 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score ; 
Therefore to give them from me wa^ I bold, 
To trust those tables that receive thee more 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee 
Were to import forgetfulness in me. 


GXXIII. 

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change 
pyi’S'^ids built up with newer might 
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange ; 

They are but dressings of a former sight. 

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old ; 

.4^d rather m them born to our desire 
Than, think that w^e before have heard them told. 
Thy registers and thee I both defy. 

Not wondering at the present nor the past ; 

For thy records and what we see do lie, - ; 

Made more or less by thy continual haste. ’ ^ ' ' 
; This I do vow, and this shall ever he, ' ‘ 

. J, will be true, despite thy scythe and thee. / 
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cxxiy. 

If my dear lo¥e were bnt the child of state, 

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather’d, 

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s hate, 

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather’d. 
No, it was biiilded far from accident ; 
it suffers not in smiling, pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thralled discontent, 

Whereto th’ inviting time our fashion calls ; 

It fears not policy, that heretic. 

Which works on leases of shortmumber’d hours, 

But all alon^ stands hugely politic, 

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers, 
To this I witness call the fools of time. 

Which die for goodness,- who have liv’d for crime. 


CXXY. 

Were ’t aught to me I bore the canopy. 

With my extern the outward honouring. 

Or laid great bases for eternity. 

Which prove more short than waste or ruining ? 
Have I not seen dwellers, on form and favour 
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent, 

For compound sweet forgoing simple savour, 

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ? . 

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart, . ' / ^ 

And take thou my oblation, poor but free, , . ; . 

Wliich is hot mix’d with seconds, knows no art^ ; ' 
But mutual render, only me for thee. ’ 'V 
H^ence, thou suborn’d informer !. a true soul 
When most impeach’d stands least in thy control 
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CXXYI. 

0 thou, my lovely hoy, who in thy power 
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show’st 
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow’ St ; 
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack, 

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back, 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace, and wretched minutes^^^^ kill. 
Yet fear her, 0 thou minion of her j>leasure ! 

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure : 
Her audit, though delay’d, answer’^d must be, 

And her quietus is to render thee. 


CXXVII. 

In the old age black was not counted fair, 

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name ; 

But now is black beauty’s successive heir, 

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame ; 

For since each hand hath put on nature’s power 
Fairing the foul with art’s false-borrow’d face, 
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower. 

But is profan’d, if not lives in disgrace. 
Therefore my mistress’ eyes are raven black ; 
Her eyes so suited, as they mourners seem^®®^ 

At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 
Slandering creation with a false esteem : 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe, 

; That every tongue says beauty should look so 
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CXXVIIl. 

How oft, wlaen thou, my music, music play’st. 

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds 
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway’st 
The 'wiry concord that mine ear confounds. 

Do I enr^ those jacks that nimble leap 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand. 

Whilst my poor lips, which should thait harvest reap, 
At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand ! 

To be so tickled, they would change their state 
And situation with those dancing chips. 

O’er whom thy fingers'®” walk with gentle gait. 

Making dead wood more bless’d than living lips. 

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this. 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 

CXXIX. 

Til’ expense of spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust 
Is perjur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust ; 

Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight ; 

Past reason hunted ; and no sooner had, 

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait. 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad . 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme ; 

A bliss in proof, — and prov’d, a very woe 
Before, a joy propos’d ; behind, a dream. 

All this the world well knows ; yet none knows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 
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My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun ; 

Coral is far more reel than her lips’ reel : 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white, 

But ho such roses see I in her cheeks ; 

And in some* perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak,— yet well I kno'w 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound : 

I grant I never saw a goddess go, — 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground, 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 


CTXXI. 

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art, 

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel 
For well thou know’st to my dear-doting heart 
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel. 

Yet,^ in good faith, some say that thee behold, 

Thy face hath not the power to make love groan : 
To say they err I dare not be so bold, 

Although I swear it to myself alone. 

And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face, 

One on another’s neck, do, witness hear 
Thy black ^is fairest my judgment’s place. 

In nothing thy deeds, 

And thence this , slander, as I think, proceeds. 
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CXXXII. 

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me, 
Knowing thy heart torments^^®^ me with disdain, 
Have put on black, and loving mourners be, 
Looldng vdth pretty ruth upon my pain. 

And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the gra}^ cheeks of the east, • 

Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west. 

As those two mourning eyes become thy face : 

0, let it, then, as V7ell beseem thy heart 
To mourn for ms, since mourning doth thee grace 
And suit thy f>ity like in every part. 

Then will I' swear beauty, herself is black, 

And all they foul that thy complexion lack. 

% 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan 
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me ! 
Is T not enough to torture me alone, 

But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend must be ? 
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken, 

And mj next self thou harder hast engross’d : 

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 

A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross’d. 
Prison my hera’t in thy steel bosom’s ward, 

Blit then my friend’s heart let my poor heart bail 
Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard ; 
Thou canst not them use rigour in my gaol: 

And yet thou wilt;; :^orT, being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 
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So, now I have confess’d that he is thine, 

And I myself am mortgag’d to thy will, 

Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine * 

Thon wilt restore, to he my comfort still ; 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not he free, 

Bor thou art covetous, and he is kind ; 

He learn’d hut, surety-like, to write for me. 
Under that bond that him as fast doth hind. 
The statute of thy heauty thou wilt take, 

Thou usurer, that putt’st forth all to use, 

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake ; 

So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me 
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 


CXXXV. 


Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will, 
And Will to hoot, and Will in overplus ; 

More than enough am I that vex thee still, 

To thy sweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious. 
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine ? 
Shall will in others seem right gracious, 

And in my will no fair acceptance shine ? 

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still, 

And in abundance addeth to his store ; 

So thou, being rich in Will, add to thy Will 
One will of mine, to make thy large Will more. 

Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill ; 

^ Think all but one, and me in that one Will 
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If flay soul clieck tliee tliat I come so near, 

Swear to tliy blind soul that I was thy WUl, 

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ; 

Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fuML 
Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love. 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 

In things of great receipt with ease w^e prove 
Among a number one is reckon’d none : 

Then in the number let me pass untold, 

Though in thy stores’ account I one must be ; 

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something, sweet, to thee : 
Make but my name thy love, and love that still, 
And then thou lov’st me, —for my name is Will 


GXXXYII. 

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes, 
That they behold, and see not what they see ? 

They know what beauty is, see where it lies, 

Yet what the best is take the wnrst to be. 

If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks, 

•Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride, 

Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks, 

Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied ? 

W'hy should my heart think that a several plot 
Which my heart know^s the wide world’s common place ? 
Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not. 

To put fair truth upon so foul a face ? 

In things right-true my heart and eyes have err’d, 
And to this false plague are they ;abw transferr’d. 
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When my Ioyc swears that- she is made of truth, 
I do belieYe her, though I know she lies, 

That she might think me some untiitor’d youtii, 
Unlearned in the world's false subtleties. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue : 

On both sides thus is simple truth supprest. 
But wherefore says she not she is unjust ? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old ? 

0, love's best habit is in seeming trust, 

And age in love loves not to have years told : 
Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be. 


CXXXIX. 

0, call not me to justify the wrong 
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart ; 

Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy tongue ; 
Use power with power, and slay me not by art. 

Tell me thou lov’st elsewhere ; but in my sight, 

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside : ' 

What need’st thou wound with cunning, when thy might 
Is more than my o’erpress’d defence can bide ? 

Let me excuse thee ; ah, my love well knows 
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies ; 

And therefore from my face she turns my foes, 

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries : 

Yet do not so ; but since I am near slain, 

' Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain. 



CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain ; 

Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express 
Th’fe manner of my pity-wanting pain. 

If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 

Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so ; — 

As testy sick men, when their deaths be near, 

No news but health from their physicians know; — 
For, if I should despair, I should grow mad, 

And in my madness might speak ill of thee : 

Now this yi-WTesting world is grown so bad, 

Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 

That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go 
wide. 

: t ' ■ 

, ,CXLI. -■ 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes, 

For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise, 

Who, in despite of view, is pleased to dote ; 

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted ; 
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any sensual feast with thee alone : 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee, 

"Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man, 

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be : 

Only my plague thus far I count my gain, 

That she that makes me sin awards me pain. 
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CXLII. 

Love is my sin, and tliy dear virtue liate, 

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving : 

0, but with mine compare thou thine own state, 
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving; 

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine, 

That have profan’d their scarlet ornaments 
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine, 
Eobb’d others’ beds’ revenues of their rents. 

Be ’t lawful I love thee, as thou lov’st those 
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee : 
Boot pity in thy heart, that, when it grof s, 

Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide. 
By self-example mayst thou be denied ! 


CXLIII. 

Lo, as a careful housewife runs to catch 
One of her feather’d creatures broke away. 

Sets down her babe, and makes all swift dispatch 
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay ; 
Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase. 
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent 
To follow that which flies before her fac^, 

Not prijsing her poor infant’s discontent : 

So runn’st Jhou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ; 

But if thou cgi,tch thy hope, turn hack to me. 

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind : 

So mil l pray that thou mayst have thy Will^ 
If, thou turn baek,^ tod my loud crying still. 
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Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 

Which like two spirits do suggest me still : 

The better angel is a man right fair, 

The worser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 

To win me soon to hell, taj female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side,^^®^ 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his, purity with her foiil pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell ; 

But being bo% from me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel in another’s hell : 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt. 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 


CXLY. 

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make 
Breath’d forth the sound that said I hate” 
To me that languish’d for her sake : 

But when she saw my wofuj state. 

Straight in her heart did mercy come. 

Chiding that tongue that ever sweet 
Was us’d in giving gentle doom; 

And taught it thus anew to greet ; 

I hate” she alter’d with an end, . ’ , ; 
That follow’d it as gentle day ^ / ; 

Both follow night, who, like a fiend,, / , ‘ /. 
From heaven to hell is fiown away'; ^ J. • 
hate” from hate away she threw, ' . / . 
And sav’d my life, saying — Hot, you.” 
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CXLYI. 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 

Fool’d by these rebel powers that thee array, 

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth, ^ 
painting thy outward walls so costly gay ? 

Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess. 

Eat up thy charge ? is this thy body’s end ? 

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss. 

And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 

Buy terms divine in selling hours of 4ross ; 

Within be fed, without be rich no more : 

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men, 
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying then. 


CXLVn. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 

For that which longer nurseth the disease ; 

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 

Th’ uncertain-sicHy appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my love. 

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 
Desire is death, which physic did except. 

Past cure I am, now reason is past care, 

And frantic-mad with evermore unrest ; 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are, 

At random”® from the truth vainly express’d ; 

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, 
5 : ' ' Who aft as black as hell, as dark as night. 
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0 me, ■what eyes hath Love put in my head, 

Which have no correspondence with true sight ! 

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled, 

That^ censures falsely what they see aright ? 

If that he fair whereon my false eyes dote. 

What means the world to say it is not so ? 

If it be not, then love doth well denote 
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s no. 

How can it 0, how can Love’s eye be true, 

That is so vex’d with watching and with tears ? 

No marvel, then, though I mistake my view ; 

The sun itsblf tsees not till heaven clears. 

0 cunning Love ! with tears thou keep’st me blind, 
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find. 


CXLIX. 

Canst thou, 0 cruel ! say I love thee not, 

When I, against myself, with thee partake? 

Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake ? 

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend? 

On whom frown’ st thou that I do fawn upon ? 
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend 
Eevenge upon myself with present moan ? 

What merit do I in myself respect, 

That is so proud thy service to despise, 

When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes ? 

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind; 
Those that can see thou lov’st, and I am blind. 
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0, from wliat power hast tlion this powerful might 
With insufficiency my heart to sway? 

To make me give the lie to my true sight, 

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day ? 
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill, 
That’in the very refuse of thy deeds 
There is such strength and warrantise of skill, 
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more, 
The more I hear and see just cause of hate ? 

0, though I love what others do abhor, 

With others thou shouldst not abhof my state : 

If thy unworthiness rais'd love in me, 

More worth}’* I to be belov’d of thee. 


, CLL, 

Love is too young to kno^v what conscience is ; 
Yet who knows not conscience is born of love? 
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss, 

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self i)rove : 
For, thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason ; 

My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason ; 
But, rising at thy name, cloth point out thee 
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this^’^^^ pride, 
He is contented thy poor drudge to be, 

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side. 

No want of conscience hold it that I call 
Her love’* for whose dear love I rise and fall. 
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CLIL 

In loving thee thou Imow’st I am forsworn, 

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing; 
111 act thy hed-vow broke, and new faith torn, 

In vQwiiig new hate after new love bearing. 

Blit ivhy of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee, 
When I break twenty ? I am perjur’d most ; ' 

Bor all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee, ■ 

And all my honest faith in thee is lost : 

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness, 
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ; 

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness. 

Or made ttem wear against the thing they see; 

For I have sworn thee fair, — more perjur’d 
To swear, against the truth, so foul a lie ! 

;/, ■ .'’ll ' ■ * ■ , . 

CLIII. 

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep : 

A maid of Dian’s this advantage found. 

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep 
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ; 

Which boiTOW^’d from this holy fire of Love 
A dateless-lively heat, still to endure, 

^ And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove 
^ Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 

But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new-fir d, 

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast ; 

I, sick withal, the help of bath desir’d. 

And thither hied, a sad distemper’d guest, 

But found no cure : the bath for my help lies 
Where Cupid got new fire, — my mistress’ eyes,^^^^ 
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The little Love-god lying once asleep 
Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand, 

Whilst many nymphs that vow'd , chaste life to keep 

Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand 

The fairest votary took np that fire 

Which many legions of true hearts had warm'd ; 

And so the general of hot desire 

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm’d. 

This brand she quenched in a cool well by, 

Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual, 
Growing a bath and healthful remedy 
For men diseas'd ; but I, my mistress’ thrall, 
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove, 
Love's fire heats water, water cools not love. 
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P. 347. (i) “ T. T.” 

i. e. Tliomas Tlioi'pe, ilie bookseller, wbo prefixed this dedication to the 
original edition of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, 1609, 4to. See the Memoir of 
Shakespeare, 

'y> 

P. 351. (2) “ Which, used, lives W executor to 6e.” 

Has been altered to Which, us’d, lives thy executor to 


P. 354, (3) 

Malone substitutes “ thee.” 

P. 355. (4) “uU” 

4rhe quarto has or.”* (Tyrwhitt would read “ are.”) 

P. 357. {5) “ 2/ottr” 

Has been altered to “ you.” ' 

P. 358. (6) Devouring Time, Hunt thou the lion^s paxos, 

And make the earth devour^' 

“ Perhaps ‘ Destroying Time.’ ” Walker’s Crit, Exam. &c. vol. I p. 289. — -In 
t2e fifth line the quarto has, against the rhyme, “fieet’st but compare, in 
Sonnet Yiii., “ They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds, Sso, 

P. 361. (7) famoused for fight,'^ 

“ The old copy reads ‘ famosed for worth which not rhyming with the 
concluding word of the corresponding line (‘gmie’), either one or the other 
miist be corrupt. The emendation was suggested by Mr. Theobald, who like- 
wise proposed, if *ivorW was retained, to read * razed Malone. 

P.362.(8) 

The quarto has “their.” 

P. 362. (9) “ 

The quarto has “ their,” 

P. 363. (10) 

day doth daily draw my sorrows longer. 

And night doth nightly make griefs strength seem strongerd^ * 

The quarto has make greefes length seme stronger from which 
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Malone forced out an explanation to liis own satisfaction.— Tlie error here 
— ^whether the transcriber’s or compositor’ s-F-was evidently caused by the 
word “longer” in the first line. —(Compare The Sec. Part of Henry IF, act 
ii, so. 3, “ To make strength stronger.^') 

P, 364. (ii) dear ■‘religious love" 

i.e. “love making a religion of its affections" says Walker [Crit. Exam. Ssc. 
voh i. p. 36), at whose suggestion I have inserted the hyphen. Tie compares 
om saLthox^s LoveFs Cojnplaint ; 

- “ The accident which brought me to her eye 

Upon the moment did her force subdue, 

And now she would the cag^d cloister fly : 

Beligious love put out Religion’s eye.” p. 446. 

P. 364. (12) “ thee" 

The q.uarto has “ there.” 

P. 865. {13) with this disgrace:" 

Walker {Crit. Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 223) bids us read “with his disgrace;" 
and compares, in Antony and Cleopatra, act iii. so. 13, “ Hencr with Thy 
stripes, begone I” Butqy.? 

P. 366. (14) “cross." 

The quarto has “ losse.” 

P. 366. (15) “Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are 
The quarto has Excusing their sins more then their sins are." 

P. 367. (16) 

The quarto has “ their.” 

P.368. (17) “doth" 

The quarto has “ dost.” 

P.369. (18) “thyself^ 

The quarto has “ this selfe," 

BlMiiiilSiii® 
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P. 369. ( 20 ) my seat forheai%^^ 

Altered l>y Blalone to ‘‘ my sw<^et, /or5ear.” But Boaden well supports the 
original reading on the strength of a passage in Othello, act ii. sc. 1, 

“ For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap’d into my sent.” 


P. 370. ( 21 ) “ 

The quarto hiH*s “ their.” 

P.370. ( 22 ) 

All days are nights to see till I see thee, 

And nights hrigJit da.ys wlmi dreams do shoio thee me.” 

In opposition to Malone’s conjecture that “we should perhaps read ‘All days 
are nights to me,’ &c.,” Steevens observes that “ ‘ All days are nights to eee’ 
means, all days are gloomy to behold, i. e. look like nights,'*' — Mr. W. N. Lett- 
som proposes « 

^ All days are nights to me till thee I see, 

A?id nights bright days when dreams do shoio me thee.” 


P. 371. ( 23 ) melancholy 

'^To bts pronatneed melanch'ly : see Walker’s Grit. Exam, &e. toI. i. p. 114. 

P.371. ( 24 ) 

T^^e quarto has “ their*.” 

P.372. ( 25 ) 

The quarto has “ their.” Again, in the present Sonnet, it has, v. 8 , “ theii* 
faire;” v. IS, “ theii’ outioard;" and y. 14, “ their inward," 

]^., 374 .( 26 ) “dully’' 

The quarto has “ duly.” 

P. 374. ( 27 ) ^^perfect'st" 

The quarto has “perfects;” which is merely an old spelling of the super- 
lative. 

P. 376. ( 28 ) by verse" 

Altered by Malone to “ my vei'se" 

B. 377. ( 29 ) “Or” ■ , - 

TyrwMtt’s correction. — The quarto has “As.” 
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P.378. { 30 ) 

where you list^ your charter is so strong ^ 

That you yourself may privilege your time 
To tohat you will; to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self -doing crime. 

Altered by Malone to 

“ Be where you list ; your charter is so strong. 

That you yourself may privilege your time : 

Do what you toill, to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon- of self -doing crime. 

P. 380. ( 31 ) “ And for myself mine own worth do define,” 

t sQ define’?” Walker’s Crit. Exam, &c. vol, iii. p. 359 ; where Ms 

editor (Mr. W. N. Lettsom) observes in a note, “ SometMng seems amiss; 
but I doubt the correction. Qn. 

* And so myself mine own worth do,’ &c. ?” 

P. 380. ( 3 a) “ Beated” 

“Undoubtedly ^ Bated, ^ as some commentator [Malone] suggests; unless 
some thM word be the true one.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol, iii. p. 860. 

P.381. ( 33 ) with this rage” 

Walker {Grit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 224) would read “ with his rage.” 

P. 381. ( 34 ) “ 0 /” 

The quarto has “ or.” 

I>.383.{3sy - 

^^Before these bastard signs of fair loere born,” 

In tills line the modern editors usually follow the spelling of the qirarto, 
“ borne” (the usual old spelling of the word whatever be its signihcation) : 
but surely the meaning is— Before these bastard signs of fak were produced 
— came into fashion. 

P. 383. { 36 ) “due” 

Tyrwhitt’s con’ection. — The quarto has “ end.” 

P.383. ( 37 ) “T%” 

The quarto has “ Their.” 

^ P. 383. ( 3 B) solve” 

So Malone. — The qua 4 .*to has “ solye.” 
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V . m . (39) “2’%” 

The quarto lias “ Their.” ^ 

P. 385. ( 40 ) “ 

So ed. 1640. — The quarto has ru’wd.” 

P. 387. t 4 i) 

The quarto has “ fel.” 

P, 387. ( 42 ) ‘‘to/iere” 

Mr. Grant White conjectures “ whence.” 

P. 387. ( 43 ) “ 5Zan^s ” 

The quarto has “hkchs” (the Ms. having had “ blacks”). 


P. 388. ( 44 ) ‘‘ the learned* s iving,** 


In Sonnet li. the quarto has “perfects” for (see note 27 ): but 

here the ^Hearneds** of the quarto is not the old spelling ot leamed’sV* 
Compart Spenser’s Teares of the Muses ; 

“ Each idle wit at will presumes to make, 

And doth the learneds ta^ske upon Mm take.” 


'll " ' 

P. 389. ( 45 ) 


“ shall o*er-readj” &c. 



Point, I think, 


* shall, o’er^read, 

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse; 

When ail the breathers of this world are dead. 

You still shall live,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Crit, l^xam. &:c. vol. iii. p. 861. 


P. 392. ( 46 ) ^^JiVd up Ms line,” 

“ i, e. polished it. So in Ben donson’s Verses on Shakespeare ; 

‘ In his well-torned and true-filed lines.'* ” Steevbns, — 

Here Mr. Collier prints “ fill’d up his line,” &c., urging, against Steevens’s 
reading, that, “ in the first place, the word is spelt (as * fill’d’ was usually 
spelt), and not fiVd (as in Sonnet lsssv.), in the quarto 1609 ; and in the 
next, the preposition ‘ up’ shows that what the poet meant was ‘ fill’d up’ or 
occupied, and not polished.” But the variety of spelling in the quarto goes 
for nothing : and Mr. Collier’s remark about * up’ carries no weight ; for even 
if we choose to consider that preposition as redundant here (which is^ot 
necessary ,— up or polished up being legitimate English), its redundanc 3 !- 
is unobjectionable according to the phraseology: of , Shakespeare and Ms con* 
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temporaries : see note 145, vol. vii. p. 239. The strongest point in favour of 
the reading “ fill’d up his line” is perhaps to be found in the words which 
immediately follow, “ Then lacked I matter.” 


P. 396. (47) if that flower loith base infection meet, 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity 

‘‘Is it tee that is wrong? or can Shakespeare have written barest, in the 
sense of poorest, most ineagre, scantiest in floivers and leavesf” Walker’s 
Crit. Exam, 279. 


P. 398. {48) “ They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 

Walker (Ont Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 297) justly remarks that this is “ suspi- 
cious;” and his editor— iilways ingenious — proposes, in a note, to read “ They 
were hut fleeting figures of delight.” 


P. 398 (49) “One” 

The quarto has “ Our.” 

P. 398. (50) “ But sweet or colour it had stoVnfrom thee.” 

Walker {Grit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 297) would read But scent or colour,” Stg. ; 
obser\ing that “ street occui’s in line 2 of this Sonnet twice.” Now its occur- 
rence's a substantive in that line (“thy sioeet”) is a proof to me that no alter- 
ation should he made in the ju’esent line. 


P.400. (51) her pipe” 

The quarto has “his pipe” (the Ms. perhaps having had “Mr”); and the 
modern editors retain it, in spite of what follows, — “ her mournful hymns” — 
“like her.” — 1865. This coiTGction was made in my former edition, and before 
the appearance of Walker’s Grit. JE.ru??i. &c., where (vol. i. p. 321) mention is 
made of “the he Philomel, who has chanted in Shakespeare’s cii*^ Sonnet 
from the first edition down to the imesent time.” 

P. 401 (52) “ Three winters’ cold 

Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride,” 

So the passage stood in my former edition ; hut I may now add, from Walker’s 
work just cited (vol. ii. p.lOO), that “ the syntax, though ungrammatical ac- 
cording to our present notions, is perfectly Elizabethan.” 

P. 40‘2. (53) skill” 

The quarto has “ still.” 

P. 403. (54) ^^What’s new to speak, what new to register,” 

The quarto has to register .” — Walker (Grit, Exam. &c. 
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vol. ii. p. 215) “rather thinks” that we ought to read What's now io speali, 
what now to register.'' 

P. 404. (55) have" 

Tyrwhitt’s emendation is “ save.” 

P. 404. (56) 

The quarto has “wish.” 

P. 405. (57) “ Noyie else to m<?, nor I to none alive, 

That my steel'd sense' or changes right or torong." 

“ The meaning seems to he — ^You are the only person who has power to 
change my stubborn resolution, either to what is right or to what is wrong.” 
Steevens. — Here the. sense" of the quarto is evidently a plural, as in the 
next line but one, (So too in Macbeth, act v. sc. 1, “ Ay, but their sense' are 
shut.”) 


P.405. (58) they're" 

The quarto has “y’ are.” 

P. 4C«. (59) latch :" 

The quarto has “ lack.” 

. P. 405. (60) “ My most true mind thus maheth mine untrue," 

“ I once suspected that Shakespeare wrote 

‘ My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue,’ 

Ot' ■ 

* Thy most true mind thus maketh mine untrue.’ 

But the text is undoubtedly right [?]. The word untrue is used as a substan- 
tive. ‘ The sincerity of my affection is the cause of my untruth,’ L e. of my 
ffot seeing objects truly, such as they aj3x>ear to the rest of mankind. So, in 
Measure for Measure ; 

‘ Say what you can, my false outweighs your true.' " Malone.— 
“ Possibly for ‘ mine’ w^e ought to read my eyne," Collibb. — “ Bead,” says 
Mr. W. N. Lettsom (in one of his obliging letters to me), 

“ ‘ My most true mind thus mak'th mine eye untrue'," 

P. 407. (61) “ It is the star to every wandering hark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although Ms height he taken." 

“ What can ‘ loortli' mean ? Qu. ‘ north' ? As, by following the guidance of 
the northern star, a ship may sail an immense way, yet never reach the true 
north ; so the limit of love is unknown. Ot can any other good sense 
made of ‘north' ? Judicent rei astronomcm Walker’s Crit. Exam.&cT 

vol. hi. p,’ 364. . . 
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P. 408. (62) 

“ Row have mine eyes out of their si^Jieres been fitted,''^ 

i.e,, says Malone, “How have mine eyes been convulsed during the frantic 
fits of my feverous love !”— Mr. W. N.Lettsom would read “ hcen flitted.” 

P.408. (63) 

The quarto lias “ ills but compare wliat precedes. 

P. 412. (64) Ms sickle, hour 

“Write sielde-hoxirf Ms hour rejiresented poetically as a sickle.” 
Walker’s Grit Exam, &c. vol. i. p. 36. 


P. 412. (65) 

The quarto lias “ mynuit.” 

P. 412, (66) “ Therefore my mistress' eyes are ravhi bfack ; 

Her eyes so suited, as they mourners seem" 

Tiic quarto has “ Her eyes so suted, and they mourners seeme which the 
"'fiiodern editors retain, pointing the lines thus ; 

“ Therefore rmj mistress' eyes are rave^i black, 

Her eyes so suited ; and they mourners seem" &c.^- 

1865, “We should read, I imagine, ‘ my mistress’ hairs'," Walker’s 
Exam, &c, vol. i. p. 277.— Mr. Staunton conjectures, and the Cambridge 
Editovs (Globe Shakes‘i)ea?'e) inint, my mistress' hvows." 

P. 413. (67) thy finyers" 

The quarto has their fingers as it has again in the last line of this 
Sonnet.' 

P. 413. (68) and prov'd, a very ime 

The quarto ha.s “ a7id proud and very zoo," 

P. 415. (69) “ torments" 

The quarto has “torment.” 

P. 421. (70) front my side," 

“ The quarto has * from my sight.' The true reading is found in The Passionate 
Pilgrim." Malone. 

P. 422. (71) “ Poor soul, the centre of my smful earth, 

Pool'd by these rebel poiuers that thee ai'vaij," 

The quarto giyes the second line.thus, “ My sinfull earth these rebhell yowres 
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that thee array tlie transcriber or printer , having by mistake repeated tlie 
three last words of the preceding line . — ^^FooVd hif ^ is the conjectni’al read- 
ing of Malone (who also, x.jhrhaps without due allowance for the old x)hra,sco- 
logy, altered ttee” to “those”). 


P. 422. (72) “ random” 

The quarto has At randon.” See note 143 on The First Part of Kiny 
Henry VI. 


P. 423. (73) ‘'1/ it he not, then love doth loell denote 

Love's eye is 7iot so true as all men's no. 

How can it ?■” 

The quarto has 

“1/ it he not, then lone doth icell denote^ 

Loues eye is not so true as all mens: no. 

How can it ?” 

Walker {Crit. Exc^m. &c. vol. iii. p. 368), after quoting the lines as they stand 
in the quarto, remarks ; “ Ought we not to affix a longer stop to ‘ no”> other- 
Avise the How seems not to be Shakesporian; compare the context.”— “ Read,” 
says Mr. Lettsom, “ altering the punctuation, 

‘ If it he not, then that doth well denote 
Love's eye [1= ay] is not so true as all men's no. 

How can it?-"' 


P. 424. (74) 

Here Walker (Crii. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 224) Avould-read “his.” 

P. 425. (75) “ 

The quarto has “ eye.” 

P.425. (76) 

The quarto has “ ej^e.” 




A LOVBB’S COMPLAINT. 



A LOYER’S COMPLAINT. 


7roji off a Hll whose concave womb re-wordea 
?, plaintM story from a sistering vale, 

My spirits t’ attend this double voice accorded, 

Lni down I laid to list the sad-tun d tale ; 

Ere long espied a fickle maid fu pa e, ^ 

Tearing of papers, breaUng rings 

Storming her world with sorrow s wind and ram. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw. 

Which fortified her visage from the sun, 
mereon the thought might think sometime it saw 

The carcass of a beauty spent 

Time h.a not k rege, 

W “kinij p«p’a *®"' 

Oft did she heave her napMn to 
Which on it had conceited . 

Laundering the silken f f ® 

That season’d woe f • 

And often reading what content ^ 
Aeottenskrie^g^^y^^^;,. 

In clamours of au size, Doiu & 
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Sometimes lier levelled eyes tlieir carriage ride, 

As they did battery to the spheres^ intend ; 
Sometimes^^^ diverted their poor halls are tied 
To th’ otheSi earth ; sometimes they do extend 
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and, nowhere fix’d, 

The mind and sight distractedly commix’d. 

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat, 

Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride ; 

For some, nntnck’d, descended her sheav’d hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside ; 

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide, 

And, true to bondage, would not break from thence. 
Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 

A thousand favours from a maund she drew 
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet^^^^ 

VVTaich one by one she in a river threw, 

Upon whose weeping margent she was set ; 

Like usury, applying wet to wet, 

Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty fall 
Where want cries soine,^^^ but w^here excess begs all. 

Of folded schedules had she many a one, 

Which she perus’d, sigh’d, tore, and gave the flood ; 
Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and bone. 
Bidding them find their sepulchres in mud ; 

Found yet more letters sadly penn’d in blood, 

With sleided silk feat and affectedly 
Enswath’d, and seal’d to curious secrecy. 

These often bath’d she in her fluxive eyes. 

And often kiss’d, and often gan^^^ to tear ; 

Cried, 0, false blood, thou register of lies, 

. What unapproyM witness dost thou hear ! 

contents. V* ' » 
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A reverend man that graz’d his cattle nigh — 
Sometime a blusterer, that the riiflfie knew 
Of court, of cit}^ and had let go by 
The swiftest hours, observM as they flew— 
Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew, 

And, privileg’d by age, desires to know 
In brief the grounds and motives of her woe. 

So slides he down upon his grained bat, 

And comely-distant sits he by her side ; 

When he again desires her, being sat, 

Her grievance with his hearing to divide : 

If that from him there may be aught applied 
Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage, 

’Tis pimmk’d in the charity of age. ; 

Father,” she says, '^though in me you behold. 
The injury of many a blasting hour, 

^ Let it not tell your judgment I am old ; 

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power : 

I might as yet have been a spreading flower, 
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself, and to no love beside. 

^^But, woe is me ! too early I attended 
A youthful suit — it was to gain my grace — 

Of one^^^ by nature’s outwards so commended, 

> That maidens’ eyes stuck over all liis face : 

Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her place ; 
And when in his :(air parts she did abide. 

She was new lodg’d, and newly deified. 

His browny locks did hang in crookfed curls; . 
And every light occasion of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls- 
What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find : 

Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind ; 
For on his visage was in little drawn : 

What largeness thinks in Paradise was 
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Small show of man was yet upon liis cliin ; 

His plicenix down began but to appear, 

Like unshorn yelvet, on that termless skin, 

the web it seem’d to wear 


Whose bare out-brag^ 

Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear 
And nice affections wavering stood in doubt 
If best were' as it was, or best without. 


“ His qualities were beauteous as his form, 

For maiden-tongu’d he was, and thereof free ; 

Yet, if men mov’d him, was he such a storm 
As oft ’twixt May and April is to see, 

When winds bi’eathe sweet, unruly though they be. 
His rudeness so with his authoriz’d youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 


‘‘ Well could he ride, and often men would say, 

^ That horse his mettle from his rider takes : 

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway, r 

What rounds, what bounds, what course, what stop he makes ! 
And controversy hence a question takes, 

Whether the horse by him became his deed, 

Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 


But quickly on this side the verdict went : 

His real habitude gave life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accomplish’d in himself, not in his case : 

All aids, themselves made fairer by their place, 
Came^'^ for additions ; yet their purpos’d trim 
Piec’d not his grace, but were all grac’d by him, 


So on the tip of his subduing tongue 
All kind of arguments and question deep. 

All replication prompt, and reason strong, 

\ For his advantage still did wake and sleep : 

. To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep. 

He’ had 

of wiH'z'r-': 
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That he did in the general bosom reign 
Of young, of old ; hnd sexes both enchanted, 

To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 
In personal duty, following where he haunted : 
Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have granted; 
And dialogu’d for him what he would say, 

Ask’d their own wulls, and made their wills obey. 

ttMany there were that did his picture get, 

To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ; 

Like fools that in th’ imagination set 
The goodly objects wdiich abroad they find 
Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought assign’d ; 
And labouring in more pleasures to bestow them 
Than the true gouty landlord which doth ow^'o them 

So many have, that never touch’d his hand. 
Sweetly suppos’d them mistress’ of his heart. 

woful self, that did in freedom stand. 

And was my own fee-simple, not in part, 

What with his art in youth, and youth in art, 
Threw my affections in his charmed power, 
Eeserv’d the stalk, and gave him all my flower. 

Yet did I not, as some my equals did, 

Demand of him, nor being desir’d yielded ; 

Finding myself in honour so forbid, 

With safest distance I mine honour shielded : 
Experience for me many bulwarks builded 
Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the foil 
Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil. 

'•^But, ah, who ever shunn’d by precedent 
The destin’d ill she must herself assay? 

Or forc’d examples, ’gainst her own content, 

To put the by-pass’d perils in her way ? 

Counsel may stop awdiile what will not stay; 

For when v/e rage, advice is often seen - 
By blunting us to make our wits more keen. 
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Nor giyes it satisfaction to our blood, 

Tliat we must curb it upon otbeu-s’ proof; 

To be forbod the sweets that seem so good, 

For fear of harms that jpreach in our behoof. 

0 appetite, from judgment stand aloof ! 

The one a palate hath that needs will taste, 

Though Eeason weep, and cry, ^ It is thy lash’ 

For further I could say, ' This man’s untrue,’ 

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling ; 

Heard where his plants in others’ orchards grew, 

Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling ; 

Knew yows v/ere ever brokers to defiling ; 

Thought characters and words merely but art, 

And bastards of his foul-adulterate heart. 

" And long upon these terms I held my city, 

Till thus he gan besiege me : ' Gentle maid, 

Have of my suffering youth some feeling pity, 

And be not of my holy vows afraid : 

That’s to ye sworn to none was ever said ; 

For feasts of love I have been call’d unto, 

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never woo/®^ 

' All my offences that abroad yon see 
Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ; 

Love made them not : with acture they may he, 
Where neither party is . nor true nor kind : 

They sought their shame that so their shame did find 
And so much less of shame in me remains, 

By how much of me their reproach contains. 

" ' Among the many that mine eyes have seen, 

Not one whose flame my heart so much as warm’d, 

Or my affection put to the smallest teen, 

. Or any of my leistmes ever charm’d : . 

Harm have I done to them, but ne’er was harm’d; 

|i;|| 
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Look liere, wliat tributes wounded fancies sent 
Of paled pearls and rubies red as blood ; 

Figuring that they their passions likewise lent me 
Of grief and blushes; aptly understood 
In bloodless white and the encrimson’d mood ; 
Effects of terror and dear modesty, 

Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 

‘' And, lo, behold these talents of their hair. 

With twisted metal amorously impleach^d, 

I have receiv’d from many a several fair,— 

Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech’d, — 
With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d, 

And deep-brain’d sonnets that did amplify 
Each stone’s dear nature, worth, and quality. 

^ The diamond,— why, ’twas beautiful and hard, 
Whereto his invis’d properties did tend ; 

♦The deep-green emerald, in wdiose fresh regard 
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend ; 

The h'eaven-hu’d sapphire, and the opal blend 
With objects manifold each several stone, 

With wit well blazon’d, smil’d or made some moan 

^ Lo, all these trophies of affections hot, 

Of pensiv’d^^^^ and subdu’d desires the tender, 
Nature hath charg’d me that I hoard them not, 
'‘But yield them up where I myself must render. 
That is, to you, my origin and ender ; 

For these, of force, must your oblations be, 

Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

^ 0, then, advance of yours that phraseless hand, 
Whose white weighs down the airy scale of praise ; 
Take all these similes to your own command, 
Hallow’d with sighs that burning lungs did raise ; 
What me your minister, for you obeys, ‘ . 

Works under you ; and to your, audit comes 
Their distract parcels in combinM sums. ^ . 
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" ^ Lo, this deTice was sent me from a nmi, 

A sister^^^^ sanctified, of holiest ipte ; 

Which late her noble suit in court did shun, 

Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote ; 

For she was sought by spirits of richest coat, 

But kept cold distance, and did thence remove, 

To spend her living in eternal love, 

^ But, 0 my sweet, what labour is’t to leave 
The thing to have not, mastering what not strives,- 
Paling the place which did no form receive, 

Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves ? 

She that her fame so to herself contrives, 

The scars of battle scapeth by the flight, 

And makes her absence valiant, nofcher might. 

‘ 0, pardon me, in that my boast is true : 

The accident which brought me to her eye 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, ^ 

And now she would the caged cloister fly : 

Eeligious love put out Eeligion’s 63^6 
Not to be tempted, would she be immur’d, 

And now, to tempt all, liberty procur’d/^^^ 

‘ How mighty, then, 3^11 are, 0 , hear me tell ! 
The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fountains in my well, 

And mine I pour your ocean all among : 

I strong o’er them, and 3"ou o’er me being strong, 
Must for your victory us ail congest, 

As compound love to physic your cold breast. , 

"" ' My parts had power to charm a sacred nun, 
Who, disciplin’d, ay, dieted in grace, 

Believ’d her ej-ea when they t’ assail begun, 

. All vows and consecrations giving place : 

O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space, 

; Tn,thee hath, neither sting, knot, nor confine, . 
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^ When thou impressest, what are precepts worth 
Of stale example ? . When thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly those impediments stand forth 
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, feme ! 

Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst sense, ’gai; 
shame ; 

And sweetens/^^^^ in the suffering pangs it bears, 

The aloes of ail forces, shocks, and fears. 

/‘ / Now all these hearts that do on mine depend, 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine ; 
And supplicant their sighs to you extend, 

To leave the battery that you make ’gainst mine, 
Lending soft audience to my sweet design, 

And credent^soul to that strong-bonded oath 
r That shall prefer and undertake my troth.’ 

This said, his w^atery eyes he did dismount, 

Whose sights till then were levcll’d on my face ; 

^ Each cheek a river running from a fount 
With brinish current downward flow’d apace : 

O, how the channel to the stream gave grace ! 

^ Who glaz’d with crystal gate the glowing roses 
That flame through w^ater which their hue encloses. 

0 father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear 1 
But with the inundation of the eyes 
What rocky heart to water will not wear ? 

What breast so cold that is not warmed here ? 

.Qiis) effect 1 cold modesty, hot wrath, 

Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath. 

For, lo, his passion, hut an art of craft, 

Even there resolv’d my reason into tears ; 

There my white stole of chastity I daff’d, 

Shook off my sober guards and civil fears ; 

Appear to him, as he to me appears, 

All melting ; though our drops this difference bore, 
.His poison’d me, and mine did Mm restore. 
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In Mm a plenitude of subtle matter. 

Applied to cautels, all strange foiaiis receiTes, 

Of burning blushes, or of weeping water, 

Or swooning^^^^ paleness ; and he takes and leaves. 
In cither’s aptness, as it best deceives, 

To blush at speeches rank, to Vv^eep at woes, 

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows : ^ 

That not a heart which in his level came 
Could scape the hail of his all-hurting aim, 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ; 

And, veil’d in them, did win whom he wmuld maim 
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim ; 
When he most burn’d in heart-wish’d luxury, 

He preach’d pure maid, and prais’d cold chastity. 

‘‘ Thus merely with the garment of a Grace 
. The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ; 

That th’ unexperient gave the tempter place, ^ 
‘\¥hich, like a cherubin, above them hover’d. 

Who, young and simple, w^ould not be so lover’d ? 
Ay me ! I fell; and yet do question make 
What I should do again for such a sake. 

‘^0, that infected moisture of his eye, 

0, that false fire which in his cheek so glow’d, 

0, that forc’d thunder from his heart did fly, 

0, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow’d, 

0, all that borrow’d motion seeming ow’d. 

Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d, 

And new pervert a reconciled maid !” 
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P.440.(i) "Sometivies" 

tTo- 6 tlie ciuarto has “ Somethae which the poet wonH hardly havo written, - 
as - Someibiies'’ occurs both before and after in the present stauKa. 

. P. 440r(2) headed jet ■ 

rri lia<5 ‘*bedaed let:'— In tlie next line but one “ Perhaps we slioiild ' 

^ 'V‘4aroent weepinc:.’ The words might have Veen accidentally trans- 
Std at the press, ‘n'eepins maroent,’ however, is, I believe, right, being 
much in our author’s manner.” Malone. 


P.440. ( 3 ) “cries some-’ 

■! c. cries for somo.(whieh I notice, because the words have been miaundei- 


\ stood). 


K440.(4) „ 1 

TWO cufli-to has “ gauo which I suspect was an eiTor occasioned by and. 

- dh^ flood” in the preceiling stanza.-Mr. ICnight, however, addieres to 

thrqLriplahiing “gave” to mean “contemplated, made a movement 
towards. Inclined to.” 

“ p 441 ( 5 ) “Of one" 

P 441 fel “ For on Ms visage was in Uttle drawn. 

. ^nat largeness miks in Paradise was saion. ■ 

Mr. "W. N. Leitsom would road (by an alteration in which I canno. co. ' ), 

For on Ms visage was in little sawn 

TF/iai largo, metMnks, in Paradise was town. 


P. 442. (7) 

The quarto has ‘‘ Can.” 


Came:^ 


■^woo:‘ 


P.444. (8) , - . 

The quarto has “ vow.”-(Mr. Collier, after su^stog “ 

wrote “»oo,” adds,-what greatly snrpi’xaes me,--that. tow seems pi 

able for the sense.”) ■ 
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''450 

r. 445, ( 9 )'' The lieaveri’hti'd sap 2 y hire, and the oinlhle7id 
With objects inmiif old 

“ So point, and so construe tlie passage, as tlie context reoiiires [* 
l)emg for ‘blended’ or ‘blent’].” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &g. vol. ii. p. 332. 
“ The expression is perhaps somewhat confused, but it refers to the ever-' 
vaiying hue of the opal.” Id., vol. iii. 370. 

P. 445. (lo) 

Heie Mr. W. N. Lettsom considers to-be a mistake for “pensive.” 

• —Dr. Richardson, on the contrail, cites, in his Rfct, the present passage 
for an example of the word “ Pensfred.” • 

P. 446. (ii) 

Malone’s proposed correction. — The q_uarto has “ Or mifa’.” 

P. 446. (iz) “ Paling the place which did no form re(nive,'’ 

So Malone ; and ingeniously enough, though perhaps the poet’s word was a 
very different one. — The quaido has “ Playing the Place, &c. ; an error 
occasioned by the “ PlaTjing^^ of the next line. — Mr. W. N. Lettsom proposes 
“ Salving the place which did no harm o-eceive but that ^^form'^ is the 
genuine reading I agree with Malone and Steevens. 


P. 446. ( 13 ) 


“ bi'oiight me to her eye 


put out Beligiords eye 

“Is this an erratum, or an oversight of Shakespeare’s?” Walker’s CriA 
Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 303. 


P. 446. ( 14 ) 
The (quarto has 


• be immm'^d, 

• liberty procuEdP 


“ he enur’d, 

libei'ty procure.” 

(The second of these errors is corrected in ed. 1640.) 

P. 446. ( 15 ) “a sacred nun, 

PTho, disciplirdd, ay, dieted in grace, 

Believed her eyes when they V assail begun, 

The quarto has ** a Sacred Snnne,” the compositor’s eye having perhaps 
caught the initial letter of the preceding word; and though shown to he an 
error, not only by the context, but by the fourth stanza above, — 

' , . ** Lo, this device was sent me from a nun, 

’^en4e€’hy M^one on the -strength of an ex|>ression in Henry 
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. . .'1 

FIIZ, act i. sc. 1, ‘'Wliea these suns,'' &c. ; and by SteeyenI, who obsoryef^ 
that in Coriolanus, act v. sc. 8 , the chaste Valeria is called the moon of 
Borne, ’’—passages not at all parallel to the present one.— As to the third 
line, “ Believ'd her eyes when they t' assail begun," its correctness need not 
.he gnestioned : compare, p. 441, 

“ Each QjQ that saw Mm did enchant the mind.” 

P. 447. (i 6 ) 

^^Ldve's arms are peace, 'gainst rule^ 'gainst seme, 'gainst shame ; 

And siveetens," &g. 

Manifestly corrupted : but the right reading is not so easily determined. — 
Malone proposes “ Love's arms are proof 'gainst rule," &c. ; Steevens, 

Love aims at peace . . . . 

Yet sweetens," &g. ; 

Mr. W. N. Lettsom, “Love charms ouv peace," &c. ; and my own conjecture 
is “Love a'ms oui’ peace,” &c. 

P. 447. ( 17 ) 

“ Who glaz'd with crystal gate the glowing roses 
m That flame through water which their hue encloses" 

So the lines are pointed in the quarto, except that it has a comma after 
^roses^' and I now regret that, not having collated the quarto when I first 
Xmhlished Shakespeare's Boems, I allowed this passage to stand with the 
punctuation of Malone ; 

“ Who, glaz’d with crystal, gate the glowing roses 
^ That flame,” &c. — 

{There is something like the above in Byron’s Childe Harold, c. iv. 2S ; 

“gently flows 

The deep-dy’d Brenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purple of a new-horn rose, 

VTiich streams upon her stream, and glass’d within it glows,” &c.)— 

4S65. I no-w find that Walker {Grit Emm. &c. voL iii. p. 371) points out the 
proper punctuation of this passage. 

P.447. ( 18 ) ‘‘0” 

The quarto has “ Or.” 

P. 448. ( 19 ) swooning" 

Here the quarto has “ sounding and in the last line of this stanza “ sound. ’ 
-See note 93 on The Winter's I'ale. - 
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gwEET Cytherea, sitting by a brook 
With young Adonis, loYely, fresh, and green, 

Bid court the lad with many a lovely look,— 

Such looks as none could look but beauty’s queen. 
She told him stories to delight his ear ; ^ ^ 

She show’d him favours to allure his eye ; 

To win his heart, she touch’d him here and there, — 
Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 

But whether unripe years did want conceit, 

Or he refus’d to take her figur’d proffer, 

The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 

But smile and jest at every gentle offer : 

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward : 
He rose and ran away, — ah, fool too froward ! 

n. 

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn, 

And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade. 
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made 
Under an osier growing by a brpok> 

A brook where Adon us’d to cool his spleen : 
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Hot was tlie day ; she hotter that did look 
For his approach, that often there had been. 

■ Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 

And stood stark naked on the brook’s green brim : 

The snn look’d on the world with glorious eye. 

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him. 

He, spying her, bounc’d in, whereas he stood ; ^ 

“0 Jove,” quoth she, “why was not I a flood !” 

• ' ■ 

. in. 

Fair was the morn when the fair queen of love, 

iis- 5^ vK- ^ (2) 

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white clove, 

Per Aden’s sake, a youngster proud and will; 

Her stand she takes upon a steep*up hill: ' 

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ; 

She, silly queen, with more than love’s good will, 
Porbade the boy he should not pass those grounds : 

Once,” quoth she, did I see a fair sweet youth ^ 
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a boar, 

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth ! 

See, in my thigh,” quoth she, here was the sore.” 

She showed hers : he saw more wounds than one, 

And blushing fled,, and left her all alone. 

Xy.(3) 

Yenus, with young^^^ Adonis sitting by ber 
Tinder a myrtle shade, began to woo him : 

She told the youngling how god Mars did try her, 

And as he fell to her, so fell she to him.^^^ 

Even thus,” quoth she, ^Hhe warlike god embrac’d me 
And then she clipp’d Adonis in her arms ; 

^^Even thus,” quoth she, the warlike god unlac’d me, 
As if the boy should use like loving charms ; 

Even thus,” quoth she, **he seized on my lips,” 

And with her lips on his did the seizure : 

But as she fetehM hreath, away he skips, 

Apd would take heir meaning nor her pleasure. 
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V. ' ■ 

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle ; 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty ; 

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle ; 

'Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty : 

A lily pale, vdth damask dye to grace her, 

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her, . 

Her lips to mine hov/ often hath she join’d. 

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing ! 

How many tales to please mo hath she coin’d. 

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing 1 
Yet in the midst of all her pure pretestings, 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jestings. 

'She burii’d with love, as straw with fire flameth ; 

■She burn’d out love, as soon as straw out-burneth ; 

•SSe fram’d the love, and yet she foil’d the framing ; 

She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning. 

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ? 

Bad in the best, though excellent in neither. 

VI, 

If music and sweet poetry agree. 

As they must needs, the sister and the brother, 

Then must the love be great twixt thee and me, 

Because thou lov’st the one, and I the other. 

Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch 
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense ; 

Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such 
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence. 

Thou lov’st to hear the sweet melodious sound 
That Phoebus’ lute, tha queen of music, makes ; 

And I in deep delight am chiefly drown’d 
Whenas himself to singing he betakes* 

One god is god of both, poets feign ; 

One knight loves both, and b€>thdn thee remain. 
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VII. 

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon vaded, 
Pluck’d in the bud, and Taded in the spring ! 

Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded ! 

Pair creature, kill’d too soon by death’s sharp sting ! 
Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree, 

And falls, through wind, before the fall should be.. 

I A?eep for thee, and yet no cause I have ; 

Por why thou left’st me nothing in thy will : 

And yet thou left’st me more than I did craye ; 

For why I craved nothing of thee still : 

0 yes, dear friend, I pardon crave^^f thee,— 

Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me 


VIIL 

Crabbed age and youth 
Cannot live together : 

Youth is full of pleasance, 

Age is full of care ; 

Youth like summer morn, 

Age like winter weather ; 

Youth like summer brave. 

Age like winter bare. 

Youth is full of sport. 

Age’s breath is short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame ; 

Youth is hot and bold, 

Age is weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 

Age, I do abhor thee, 

Youth, I do adore thee ; 

0, my love, my love is young ! 

loSglii 
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■ ■ "V. IX. 

Beauty is but a Tain and doubtful good; 

A sliining gloss that Tadetli suddenly ; 

A flower that dies when first it gins to bud ; 

A brittle glass that 's broken presently : 

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower, 

Lost, vaded, broken, dead witbin an bour. 

And as goods lost are said or never found, 

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh, 

As flowers dead lie wither’d on the ground, 

As broken glass no cement can redress, — ■ 

So beauty blemish’d once for ever ’s lost, 

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cost. 

■ X. . 

^ Good night, good rest. Ah, neither be my share : 

She bade good night that kept my rest away ; 

And daff ’d me to a cabin bang’d with care, 

To descant on the doubts of my decay. 

^‘Farewell,” quoth she, ^^and come again to-morrow:”' 
Fare well I could not, for I supp’d with sorrow. 

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether : 

’T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile, 

’T may be, again to make me wander thither : 

Wander,” a "word for shadows like myself, 

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf* 

XI. 

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east ! 

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise 
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest. 

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes, 

While Philomela sits and sings, T; sit and mark, 

And wish her lays were tuned like the lark ; 
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For slie doth welcome daylight with her ditty, 

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night : 

The night so pack’d, I post unto my pretty ; 

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight; 
Sorrow chang’d to solace, solace mix’d with sorrow ; 
For why she sigh’d, and bade me come to-morrow. 

Were I witli her, the night would post too soon ; 
But'iiow are minutes added to the hours; 

To spite me mow, each minute seems a moon 
Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers ! 

Pack night, peep day; good day, of night now borrow: 
Show, night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow. 


XIL . 

It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest one of three, 

That liked of her master® as well as well might he, 

Till looking on an Englishman, the fair’st that eye cenild sec. 
Her fancy fell a-turning. 

Long was the combat doubtful that love with love did fight. 
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant knight : 

To put in practice either, alas, it was a spite 
Unto the silly damsel ! 

But one must he refusM ; more mickle was the pain 
That nothing could he used to turn them both to gain, 

For of the two the trusty knight was wounded wuth disdain ; 

Alas, she could not help it ! * 

Thus art with arms contending was victor of the day. 

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away : 

Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay ; 

For now my song is ended. 


My flocks feed not, 
My rams speed not. 
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Love’s denying, ’ ■ 

Faith’s, defying, 

Heart’s renyiiig,’^^'^^ 

Causer of this. 

All my merry jigs are quite forgot. 

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot : 

Where her faith wvas firmly fix’d in love, 
There a nay is plac’d without remove. 

One silly cross , 

■Wrought all my loss ; 

0 frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame! 
For now I see 
Inconstancy 

More in women than in men remain. 


In black mourn I, 

All fears scorn I, 

Love hath forlorn me, 
tiving in thrall : 

Heaa't is bleeding, 

All help needing, — 

0 cruel speeding, 

Fraughted with gall 1 
My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deal ; 

My wether’s bell rings doleful knell; 

My curtal dog, that wont t’ have play’d, 

Plays not at all, but seems afraid ; 

sighs so deep 
Procure to ^veep, 

In howling wise, to see my doleful plight. 

How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground, 

Like a thousand vanquish’d men in bloody fight I 

Clear wells spring not, 

Sweet birds sing not, 

Green plants bring not ’ 

Forth their dye;',’ 
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Herds stand weeping, 

Flocks all sleeping, 

NymiAs back peeping 
Fearfully: 

All our pleasure known to us poor swains, 

All our merry meetings on tke plains, 

All our eTening sport from us is fled, 

All our love is lost, for Love is dead. 

Farewell, sweet lass,^^^^ 

Tliy like ne’er was 

For a sweet content, tbe cause of all my moan 
Poor Gorydon 
Must live alone ; 

Otlier help for him I see that there is none. 

■ ■ 


XIY. 

Whenas thine eye hath chose the dame, 

And stall’d the deer that thou shouldst strike. 
Let reason rule things worthy blame, 

As well as partial fancy like 

Take counsel of some wiser head, 

Neither too young nor yet unwed. 

And when thou com’st thy tale to tell, 

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk, 

Lest she some subtle practice smell, — 

A cripple soon can find a halt; — 

But plainly say thou iov’st her well, 

And set thy person forth to sell.*'^^^ 

What though her frowning brows be bent, 

Her cloudy looks will elear^^®^ ere night : 

And then too late she will repent 
That thus dissembled her delight ; 

And twice desire, ere it he day, 
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Wliat tliougii slie strive to try lier, strength, 
And ban and brawl, ^ and say thee nay. 

Her feeble force«wili yield at length, 

When craft hath taught her thus to say,- — 
Had women been so strong as men. 

In faith, you had not had it then.’' 

And to her will frame all thy ways ; 

Spare not to spend, — and chiefly there 
^ Where thy desert may merit praise, 

By ringing in thy lady’s ear : 

The strongest castle, tower, and town, 
The golden bullet beats it down. 

Serve always wuth assured trust, 

And in thy'^suit be humble-true ; 

Unless thy lady prove unjust, 
press never thou to choose anew : 

When time shall serve, be thou not slack 
^ Po proffer, though she put thee back. 

The wiles and guiles that v;omen work, 
"'Dissembled with an outvrard show, 

The tricks and toys that in them lurk, . 

The cock that treads them shall not know. 
Have you not heard it said full oft, 

A woman’s nay doth stand for naught ? 

Think women still to strive wdth men. 

To sin, and never for to saint : 

Here is no heaven ; they^^^^ holy then 
When time -with age shall them attaint. 
Were kisses all the joys in bed, 

One vvoman would another wed. 

But, soft ! enough, — too much, I fear ; 

For if my mistress hear my song. 

She will not stick to warm my. ear/^^' 

‘To teach my tongue to be so long ; 

Yet will she blush, here be it said. 

To hear her secrets so bewray’d. , 
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As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 

Which a grove of myrtles made, ^ 

Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 

Trees did grov/, and plants did spring ; 

Every thing did banish moan> 

Save the nightingale alone : 

She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 

Lean’d her breast np-till a thorn, 

And there sung the dolefuirst ditty, 

That to hear it was great pity : 

^^Eie, fie, fie,” now wwld she cry; 

Tereu, tereu,” by and by ; 

That to hear her so complain. 

Scarce I could from tears refrain ; 

For her griefs, so lively shown, 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain ! 

None takes pity on thy pain : 

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee ; 
Euthless beasts^-®^ they will not cheer thee : 
King Pandion, he is dead ; 

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead ; 

All thy fellow birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing. 

Even so, poor bird, like thee, 

None alive will pity 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smil’d, 

Thou and I were both beguil’d. 

Every one that flatters thee 

Words are easy, like the wind ; 

Faithful friends are hard to find : . , ' 
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But if store of crowns be scant, 

No man will supply thy w^ant. 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call, 

And with such-like flattering, 

Pity but he were a king f 
If he be addict to Yice, 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

If to women he be bent, 

. They have him at commandment 
But if Fortune once do frown, 
Then farewell his great renown ; 
They that fawn’d on him before 
Use his company no more. 

Ee that is -thy friend indeed, 

Ee will help thee in thy need ; 

[f thou sorrow, he will weep ; 

[f thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 
Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
'^These are certain signs to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 


VOL. VIII. 
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P. 455 (i) 

In The Passionate Pilgrim I liare omitted the pieces already given (and with 
a better text), — three of them in our author’s Love's Labour's lostf{^^ If love 
make me forswoTn, how shall I swear to love?” &c. ; “ Hid not the heavenly 
rhetoric of thine eye,” &:c. ; and “ On a day^ — alack the day !” see vol. ii. 
pp. 195, 198, 200), and two others among his Sonnets (Sonnet cxxxviii. ancl. 
Sonnet cxliv.). 

P.456.(.) 

A line is wanting here. 


P. 456. ( 3 ) “ lY.” 

This sonnet occurs, and with very considerable variations, '"in Griffin’s 
&c. 1596, standing as the third sonnet of that collection. Whether it was 
composed by Shakespeare or by Griffin has not been determined. Mr. Collier 
mentions having had before him an old Ms. copy of it, with “the initials 
W. S. at the end:” but that Ms. would seem to have been transcribed from 
The Passi07iate Pilgrim, since it agrees with it in its erroneous reading* 
the first and fourth lines. 

P. 456. ( 4 ) ^^young'^ 

So Griffin’s Fidessa . — Omitted by mistake in The Pass, Pilgrim, 

P. 456. ( 5 ) so fell she to him.'' 

So Griffin’s Fidessa. — The Pass. Pilgrim has “ she fell to him" (wrongly, — 
foiming an imperfect rhyme to “ began to woo him"), 

P. 456. ( 6 ) “ And with her Ups .... ' v 

But as she , 

And would not." 

In the second of these lines The Pass. Pilgrim has “And as she;" an error 
evidently occasioned by the *^And" above and below. (The text of this part- 
of the sonnet in Griffin’s Fidessa is quite different.) 

P. 460, ( 7 ) “ a moon 

So Steevens . — The Pass, Pilgrim has “ an hour.” 

P. 460. ( 8 ) “ her master" 

“ (fa. * a master,’— a scholar by profession, a master of arts ; if the word, ita 
mde positum, was'^ever used in this sense. See the context.’^ Walker’s Grit. 
Exam. vol. iii. p. 371. An unnecessary conjecture. 
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P. 460 (9) ‘‘XIIL”. " 

TMs poem is printed anonymously, with the music, in Weelkes’s MadrigaU^ 
1597 ; and, with the sigiii^iire Ignoto, in England- s Helicon^ 1600.~~Not with- 
out reason does Bosw'ell ask, “Is it possible that Shakespeare could have* 
written Ihis strange farrago; or what is, if possible, still worse — ‘ It was a 
lorcling’s daughter’ 

% 

P. 461. 4^o) Love's denying, 

’ EearVs renying," &c. 

“ Pass, Pilgrim and Weelkes’s Madrigals have ‘Love is d;5?ing’ and 
^ Heart's denying.’ The reading of the text is found in PlcZicon, 

except that it has ‘ Hone is’ and ‘ EaM is’.” Malone. 

P. 461. (ii) ‘‘dl?/” 

So Weelkes’s — The other old eds. have “ With.” 

** ■ . 

. P.462. (12) “2as8,” 

So Weelkes’s Madrigals. — The other old eds. have “lone.” 

• m' ^ , 

■ ■ ■ ■ ' 

P. 462. (13) the cause of all my moan 

So Weelkes’s Madrigals and England's HeL — The Pass. Pllgrim }iSLS “ - — - 
.all my woe.” — “Perhaps we ought to read ‘thou cause,' &c." Malone. — Qy. 
^ though cause,” &c. ? 

P. 462. (14) “ As well as pai'tial fancy like 

So a Ms. of this poem in Mr, Collier’s possession. — The Pass. Pilgrim has 
•“ As loell as fancy party all might.” 

P. 462. (15) And set thy yerson forth to sell." 

.So a Ms. used by Malone, and so too Mr. Collier’s Ms. of this 'poem.— The 
Pass. Pilgrim has ‘^And set her person forth to sale” (which Mr. Grant 
White understands to mean “Praise her person highly, as a salesman praises 
his wares”). 

P.462. (16) clear" 

'So the Ms. used by Malone.— T/ie Pass. Pilgrim has ‘‘ calm.” 

P.463. (17) "Sere .... . . they” „ 

.0 the Ms. useahyMalone.— T/te Pass. has “There . . ,. . hy.” 
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P. 463. (i 8 ) 

So tlio Ms. used by Malone . — The Pass, Pilgrin has “ Lest which does 
. not suit the contest. 

P. 463. ( 19 ) “ She will not sticlc to lomiii my ear,'' 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms . — The Pass. Pilgrim has “ She loill not stichefco round 
me on th’ ear," Ssc.~ The Ms. used by Malone had “ She loill not stick to ring 
mine ear.” 

P. 464. ( 20 ) , ^^heasts'^ 

So the copy of this poem (or rather, of part of this poem) in EnglanPs Heli- 
con, 1600. — The Pass, Pilgrim has “ bears,”' — wrongly : see the fifth line. 

P. 464. ( 21 ) Even so, poor bird, like thee, 

None alive will pity me." 

With this couplet, which is wanting in The Pass. Pilgrim, the poem ends in 
England's Helicon, 

P. 465. ( 22 ) ^'■commandment:" 

To be read as a (quadrisyllable : see note 78 on The Merchant ofVemce 



-THE PHQiNIX AND TURTLE. 

/From tlie additional poems to Chester’s Lma's Martyr, orJlosaXiwi 
^ (jOm^laint, 1601 .) . 


Let the bird of loudest lay, 

On the sole Arabian tree, 

Herald sad and trumpet be. 

To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

But thou shrieking harbinger, 

" Foul precurrer of the fiend. 

Augur of the feirer’s end, 

H'o this troop come thou not near ! 

From tMs sessioai 

Eyery fowl of tyrant wing, 

Save the eagle, feather d king • . 

Keep the obsequy so strict. 

Let the priest in surplice white. 

That defunctire music can. 

Be the death-dmning swan. 

Lest the requiem lack his right. 

And thou treble-dated crow, , 

That thy sable gender mak’st _ ■ 

With the breath thou giVst and tak st, 
’Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 

Here the anthem doth commence 
Love and constancy is dead ; 

Phoenix and the turtle fled ^ / 

In a mutual flame from hence. 
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So Ihey Ioy’cI, as lov'e in twain 
Had the essence hut in one ; « 
Two distincts, division none : 
Number there in love was slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 
Distance, and no space was seen 
’Twixt this turtle and his queen : 
But in them it were a wonder. 

So between them love did shine, 
That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phcenix’ sight ; 
Either was the other’s mine. 

Property was thus appall’d, 

That the self was not the same ; 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither two nor one was call’d . 

Reason, in itself confounded, 

Saw division grow together, 

To themselves yet either neither, 
Simple were so well compounded ; 

That it cried, How true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one ! 
Love hath reason, reason none. 

If Avhat parts can so remain. 

AVhereupon it made this threne 
To the phoanix and the dove, 
Co-supremes and stars of love, 

As chorus to their tragic scene. 

THEEKOS, 

Beauty, truth, and rarity, 

Grace in all simplicity, 

Here enclos’d in cinders lie. 
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Death is now the phoenix’'nest ; 

And the turtle’s Joyal breast 
To eternity doth rest, 

Leaving no posterity : — 

,’Twas not their infirmity, 

It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, Out cannot he ; 
Beauty brag, but ’tis not she ; 

Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let those repair 
That are either true or fair ; 

For the^e (|ead birds sigh a prayer. 


END OF VOLUME EIGHTH. 
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